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The dmoM of Shaktpetie aitpeur the work of • eeleetial geniiu, who 
mixed with menkind in order to make us acqualoted io the gentlest 
way with ourselyes. They are no poems I The reader seems to hare 
open before him the immense books of Ikte* against which the tempest 
of busiest lift is beating, so as to drire the IcaTes backwards and for- 
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3 
HISTORICAL NOnC£ 

OF 

TROILUS AND CRESSIDA, 



The compoflitioD of this play is attributed by Malone 
to the date of 1002. That it was written and acted 
before the decease of Queen Elizabeth, is eyident 
from the manner in which it is entered on the Sta- 
tioners' books; being registered on February 7, 
1003-3, * as acted by my lord chamberlen's men/ who, 
in the year of the accession of King James, obtained a 
license for their theatre, and were denominated * his 
majesty's senrants/ 

Chaucer had celebrated the loves of Troilus and 
Cressida in a translation from a Latin poem of one 
I^llius, an old Lombard author: but Shakspeare is 
supposed to have received the greatest part of his 
materials for the structure of this drama from Guido 
of Columpna, a native of Messina in Sicily, who wrote 
his History of Troy in Latin. This work appears to 
have been soon after translated by Raoul le Ferre into 
French, from whom Caxton rendered it into English 
in 1471, under the title of * Recuyles, or Destruction 
of Troy/ Our author has in his story followed, for 
the greater part, the old book of Caxton, which was 
then very popular ; but the character of Thersites, of 
which it makes no mention, is a proof that this play 
was written after Chapman had published his yersion 
of Homer in 1696. 



Digitized by 



Google 



4 HISTORICAL NOTICE. ■ 

' Tbifl play/ says Dr. Jobnson, ' is more correctly 
written than most of Shakspeare's compositions, bat it 
is not one of those in which either the extent of his 
Tiews or deration of his ftmcy is fally displayed.. As 
the story abounded with materials, he has exerted 
little inrention ; but he has dirersified his characters 
with great variety, and preserred them with great 
exactness. His yicions characters disgnst, but can net 
corrupt ; for both Cressida and Pandarus are detested 
and contemned. The comic characters seem to haye 
been the favorites of the writer: they are of the super- 
ficial kind, and exhibit more of manners than nature : 
but they are copiously fiUed and powerfully im- 
pressed.^ 
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ARGUMENT. 



Calobas, a Trojan priest of Apollo, deserts the cause of liis 
country, and traitorously joins the camp of the Grecians, 
to whom he renders most important services, in recompense 
of which he intercedes for the ransom of a powerful Trojan 
captive named Antenor, for his daughter Cressida, who 
resides in Troy, under the protection of her uncle Pandama, 
whero her beauty and accomplishments make a deep im- 
preasion on prince Troilus, the son of king Prism, whoee 
addresses she is induced to accept, when their felicity is 
suspended by ihe arrival of Diomed, who is commissioned 
to effect the exchange, and restore Cressic* ; to her father. 
Vows of mutual fidelity are interohanged by the separated 
lovers, and Troilus soon finds an opportunity to repair se- 
cretly to the Grecian tents, where he has the mortification 
of witnessing tne inconstancf ot nis nuscress, who has 
transferred her affections to Ihomed. in the mean time. 
Hector, disregarding the predictions of his sister Cassandra, 
and the entreaties of his wife Andromache, repairs to the 
field of battle, where he slays Patroclus, the friend of 
Achilles, who soon after revenges his death on his con- 

- queror, whose dead body he cruelly attaches to his chariot* 
which be drives rovnd the walls of the eity. 
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PERSONS R£PRES£Nl'Ei>. 



Priam, king of Troy. 
Hector, ^ 

Paris, Vhii son*. 

DUPHOBUS, I 

Helbnui, J 

Amtmiob, \ T^}^ commanderi. 

Calcbas, • Trojan priest, taking put with the Greeks. 

Panda Bvt, uncle to Creuida. 

Maroarbloit, a bastard son of Priam* 

AoAM BMMON, the Grooian general. 
Mbkblaus, his brother. 
achillbs, 
Ajax, 

UtTSSES, \^ . . 

Nbi TOR / Grecian coaunanders. 

DiOMBDBf, 

Patroclus, . 

THBRsiTEf , a deformed and scorrilons Grecian. 

Albxandbr, servant to Cressida. 

Seryant to Troilus ; Servant to Paris ; Senract to Diomedes. 

Hblbn, wife to Menelans. 
Androm ACHB, wife to Hector. 
Casiamdra, daughter to Priam ; a prophetess, 
Crbssida, daughter to Calchas. 

Trojan and Greek Soldiers and Attendants. 

ScBMB, Troy, and the Grecian camp before it. 
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PROLOGUE. 

In Troy, there lies the scene. From isles of Ghreece 

The princes orgnloiis,^ their high blood chafed, 

Haye to the port of Athens sent their ships. 

Fraught "with the ministers and instruments 

Of cruel war. Sixty and nine, that wore 

Their crownets regal, from the Athenian bay 

Put forth toward Phrygia : and their vow is made, 

To ransack Troy, within whose strong immures 

The rayish'd Helen, Menelaus' queen. 

With wanton Paris sleeps ; and that 's the quarrel. 

To Tenedos they come ; 

And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge 

Their warlike fraughtage. Now on Dardan plains 

The fresh and yet unbruised Ghreeks do pitch 

Their braye pavilions : Priam's six-gated dty, 

Dardan, and Tymbria, Ilias, Ghetas, Trojan, 

And Antenorides, with massy staples. 

And corresponsiye and fulfilling bolts, 

Sperr * up the sons of Troy. 

Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits. 

On one and other side, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets an on hazard : — and Idther am I come 

A prologue arm'd, — ^but not in confidence 



> Proad, difdiinfiil. ' Shut. 
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8 pmoLoeux. 

Of author^t pen or actor's yoice ; but suited 

In like conditions as our* argument, — 

To ten you, £ur beholders, that our play 

Leaps o'er the vaunt ^ and firstlings of diose broHs, 

'Ginning in the middle ; starting thence away 

To what may be digested in a play. 

like or find fault; do as your pleasures are ; 

Now good or bad* 'tis but the chance of war. 



* 1. •• tb« MMMt* woas wMtt b«xoi«. 
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TROILUS AND CRESSIDA, 



ACT I. 

•OBHB I. 

TVoy. l^wt Priam*$ palaoe. 
Enter TB0ILU8 armed, and PAKDABua. 

2Vot. Call here my ▼arlet;^ 1 11 unann again : 
Wby should I war vithout the walla of Troy, 
That find such cruel hatde here within ? 
Each Trojan, that is master of his heart. 
Let him to field ; Troilos, alas ! hath none. 

Pan. Will thb geer* ne'er he mended? 

Trot. The Ghreeks are strong, and skilfiil to their 
streng^. 
Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant ; 
But I am weaker than a woman's tear. 
Tamer than sleep, fonder' than ignorance ; 
Less valiant than the virg^ in the night. 
And skill-less as unpractised infancy. 

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this : for 



> Serrant. * Habit. * More foolish. 
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10 TS0ILU8 AHD CEB86IDA. ACT I. 

my party 1 11 Dot meddle nor make no further. He, 
that will have a cake out of the wheat, must tarry 
the grinding. 

TVoi. Have I not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the grinding ; hut you must tarry the 
holting. 

2Vot. Have I not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the holting; hut you must tarry the 
leavening. 

TVot. Still have I tarried. 

Pan. Ay, to the leavening ; hut here 's yet in the 
word — ^hereafter, the kneading, the making of the 
cake, the heating of the oven, and the haking ; nay, 
you must stay the cooling too, or you may chance 
to hum your lips. 

TVot. Patience herself, what goddess e'er she he. 
Doth lesser hlench^ at sufferance than I do. 
At Priam's royal tahle do I sit ; 
And when fair Cressid comes into my thoughts, — 

So, traitor! — ^when she comes! ^When is she 

thence? 

Pan, Well, she looked yesternight fedrer than 
ever I saw her look, or any woman else. 

TVot. I was ahout to tell thee, — ^when my heart. 
As wedged with a sigh, would rive * in twain ; 
Lest Hector or my father should perceive me, 
I have (as when the sun doth light a storm) 
Buried this sigh in wrinkle of a smile : 



Shrink. s Split. 
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8CBNX I. TBOILU8 AKD CEB88IDA. 11 

But sorrow, that is couch'd in seeming gladness. 
Is like that mirth fate turns to sudden sadness. 

Pam. An her hair were not somewhat darker than 
Helen's, (well, go to) there were no more compari- 
son between the women ; — ^but, for my part, she is 
my kinswoman ; I would not, as they term it, praise 
her; — ^but I would somebody had heard her talk 
yesterday as I did. I will not dispraise your sister 
Cassandra's wit ; but— 

TVot. O Pandarus ! I tell thee, Ftodarus, — 
When I do tell thee, there my hopes lie drown'd. 
Reply not in how many £athoms deep 
They lie indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Cressid's loye. Thou answer'st. She is fair ; 
Pour'st in the open ulcer of my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice ; 
Handiest in thy discourse, O, that her hand. 
In whose comparison aU whites are ink. 
Writing their own reproach ; to whose soft seisure 
The cygnet's down is harsh, and spirit of sense 
Hard as the palm of ploughman ! This thou tell'st 

me. 
As true thou teU'st me, when I say — ^I love her ; 
But saying thus, instead of oil and balm. 
Thou la/st in every gash that loye hath given 

me 
The knife that made it. 

Pan. I speak no more than truth. 

2Vot. Thou dost not speak so much. 

Pan. Faith, 1 11 not meddle in't. Let her be as 
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13 nOILVt AKO CEMSIOA. ACT I. 

she 11 : if she be fair, 'tis ^e better for her ; an the 
be not, the has the mends in her own hands»^ 

TVol. Good FukUms I How now, Pbndams ? 

Pen. I haire had my labor for my travel; ill- 
thonght on of her, and Hl-thooght on of yon t gone 
between and between* but small thanks for my 
labor. 

TVvt. What, art thon angry, Pimdanis? wfaal^ 
with me? 

Pan. Because she is kin to me, therefore she 's 
not so £ur as Helen : an she were not kin to me, 
she would be as fsir on FVidsy as Helen b on 
Sunday. But what care I? I care not, an she 
were a black-a-moor ; 'tis afl one to me. 

Trot. Say I, she is not fair? 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She 's 
a fool to stay behind her fa^r: let her to tiie 
Ghreeks ; and so 1 11 tell her the next time I see 
her : fur my part, 1 11 meddle nor make no more 
in the matter. 

Droi. Pandams, 

Pan. Not I. 

TVot. Sweet Pandarus,—^ 

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me: I will 
leave aU as I found it, and there an end. 

lExit Pandarus. An aktrum. 



> ' i. e. she mty make the best of a bad bargtin.'— 
Steerens. 
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80BXB I. TKOILU8 AKD GEBSSIDA. 13 

TVot. Peace, you ungnuaous clamon! peace, 
rade aonndal 
Fools on both ndes ! Helen most needa be ffdr. 
When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight upon this argument ; 
It is too starved a subject for my sword. 
But Pkmdarua^^O gods, how do you plague me ! 
I cannot come to Cressid but by Pandar; 
And he 's as tetehy to be woo'd to woo. 
As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit. 
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's loye. 
What Cressid is, what Pandar, and what we ? 
Her bed is India ; there she lies, a pearl : 
Between our Ilium, and where she resides. 
Let it be call'd the wild and wandering flood ; 
Ourself, the merchant ; and this sailing Pandar, 
Our donbtfnl hope, our conyoy, and our bark. 

AUrumn Enter jbnbas. 

.^^. How now, prince Troilus? wherefore not 

afield? 
2Vot. Because not there: this woman's answer 
sorts;* 
For womanish it is to be from thence. 
What news, ^neas, from the field to-day ? 
.^n. That Paris is returned home, and hurt. 
TVot. By whom, ^neas ? 
JEn. Troilus, by Menelaus. 



> Suits. 
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14 T&OILU8 AKD CSB88IDA. ACT I. 

TVot. Let FuxiB bleed ; 'tis but a Bcar to soom : 
Tmi is gored with Menelaua' horn. [aharum. 

JESn. Hark ! what good sport is out of town to- 
day! 
2Vot. Better at home, if ' would I might/ were 
• may/ — 
But, to the sport abroad ; — are you bound thither ? 
u£ii. In all swift haste. 
TVot. Come, go we then together. 

SCSHB II. 

T%e some, A street. 
Enter oebssida and albzavobb. 

Vres, Who were those went by ? 

Aleg. Queen Hecuba and Helen. 

Ores. And whither go they ? 

Ales. Up to the eastern tower. 

Whose height commands as subject all the vale, 
To see the battle. Hector, whose patience 
Is, as a virtue, fix'd, to-day was moved : 
He chid Andromache, and struck his armorer ; 
And, like as there were husbandry in war. 
Before the sun rose, he was hamess'd light, 
And to the field goes he ; where every flower 
Did, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw 
In Hector's wrath. 

Ores. What was his cause of anger ? 

Alex. The noise goes, this : there is among the 
Greeks 
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•OBNB II. TSOILT78 AND CSE8SIDA. 15 

A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector ; 
They call him Ajax. 

Cre$. Qood ; and what of him ? 



Digitized by 



Google 



16 TEOILVS AWD CmUSIOA. ACT I. 

Enter pandasus. 

Cre$. Who oomes here ? 

Alex. Madam« your unck PandaniB. 

Cre$. Hector 'a a gallant man. 

Alex. As may he in the world, bdy. 

Pan. What's that? what's that? 

Cre$. GkxMl morrow, unde Ftodams. 

Pan. Good morrow, cousin Gressid. What do 
you talk of? — Gbod morrow, Alexander. — How do 
you, cousin ? When were you at Dium ? 

Ores. This morning, unde. 

Pan. What were you talking of, whoi I came ? 
Was Hector armed and gone, ere ye came to Ilium ? 
Hden was not iq>, was she ? 

Cre$. Hector was gone ; but Helen was not up. 

Pan, Ev'n so t Hector was stirring early. 

Cre$. That were we talking of» and of his anger. 

Pan. Was he angry ? 

Ores. So he sap here. 

Pom. True, he was so; I know the cause too 
he 11 lay about him to-day, I can tell diem that 
and there is Troilus will not come far behind him 
let them take heed of Troilus ; I can tell them that 
too. 

Ores. What, is he angry too ? 

Pan. Who, Troilus ? Troilus is the better man 
of the two. 

Ores. O, Jupiter ! there 's no comparison. 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector? 
Do you know a man, if you see him ? 
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8CKNB II. TR0ILU8 AND CRX88IDA. 17 

Cres. Ay; if I ever saw liim before, and knew 
him. 

Pax. Well, I say, Troilus is TroiluB. 

Cres. Then you say as I say ; for, I am sure, he 
is not Hector. 

Pan, No, nor Hector is not Troilus, in some de- 
grees. 

Cres. 'Tis just to each of them : he is himself. 

Pan. Himself ? Alas, poor Troilus ! I would, he 
were, 

Cres. SO'he is. 

Pan. condition, I had gone barefoot to India. 

Cres. He is not Hector. 

Pan. Himself ? no, he 's not himself. — ^Would 'a 
were himself! Well, the gods are aboye; Time 
must friend or end. Well, Troilus, well, — I would, 
my heart were in her body ! — No, Hector is not a 
better man than Troilus. 

Cres. Excuse me. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cres. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. The other 's not come to 't ; you shall tell 
me another tale when the other's come to't 
Hector shall not have his wit this year. 

Cres. He shall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his qualities ; 

Cres, No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Cres. 'Twould not become him ; his own 's 
bett^. 

SUAI. X, B 
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18 TBOILU8 AND CRB88IDA. ACT I. 

Pan. You have no judgment, niece. Helen her- 
self swore the other day, that Troilus, for a brown 
£&vor, (for so 'tu, I must confess) — ^Not brown 
neither. 

Cres, No, but brown. 

Pan, Faith, to say truth, brown and not brown. 

Cres. To say the truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She praised his complexion aboye Paris. 

Cres. Why, Paris hath color enough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Cres. Then Troilus should have too much : if she 
praised him aboye, his complexion is higher than 
his ; he having color enough, and the other higher, 
is too flaming a praise for a good complexion. I 
had as lief, Helen's golden tongue had commended 
Troilus for a copper nose. 

Pan. I swear to you, I think Helen loves him 
better than Paris. 

Cres. Than she *s a merry Ghreek, indeed. 

Pan. Nay, I am sure she does. She came to him 
the other day into a compassed window ; ' and, you 
know, he has not past three or four hairs on his 
chin. 

Cres. Indeed, a tapster's arithmetic may soon 
bring his particulars therein to a total. 

Pan. Why, he is very young ; and yet will he, 
within three pound, lift as much as his brother 
Hector. 



t A bow window. 
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8CBNB II. TROILUS AND CRBS8IDA. 19 

Cres, Is he so young a man, and so old a lifter ? ^ 

Pan, But, to prove to you that Helen loves him ; 
— she came, and puts me her white hand to his 
cloven chin. 

Cres, Juno have mercy ! — ^How came it cloven ? 

Pan, Why, you know, 'tis dimpled : I think, his 
smiling hecomes him better than any man in all 
Phrygia. 

Cre9. O, he smiles valiantly. 

Pan, Does he not ? 

Cres, O yes, an 'twere a cloud in autumn. 

Pan. Why, go to then: — ^but to prove to you 
that Helen loves Troilus, 

Cres, Troilus will stand to the proof, if you '11 
prove it so. 

Pan, Troilus ? why, he esteems her no more than 
I esteem an addle ^^. 

Cres, If you love an addle t^ as well as you 
love an idle head, you would eat chickens i' the 
sheU. 

Pan, I cannot choose but laugh, to think how 
she tickled his chin. Indeed, she has a marvellous 
white hand, I must needs confess. 

Cres, \^thout the rack* 

Pan, And she takes upon her to spy a white hair 
on his chin. 

Cres. Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer. 

Pan, But there was such laughing. Queen He- 
cuba laughed, that her eyes ran o'er. 



> The word lifter is here used for a thief. 
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20 ~ TSOILT78 AND CBB88IDA. ACT I. 

Cre$, With millstones. 

Pan. And Cassandra laughed. 

Cres» But there was a more temperate fire under 
the pot of her eyes. Did her eyes run o'er too ? 

Pan. And Hector laughed. 

Ores, At what was all this laughing ? 

Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen spied 
on Troilus' chin. 

Cres. An 't had been a green hair, I should have 
laughed too. 

Pan. They laughed not so much at the hair, as at 
his pretty answer. 

Cres. What was his answer ? 

Pan. Quoth she, ' Here 's but one and fifty hairs 
on your chin, and one of them is white.' 

Cres. This is her question. 

Pan. That's true; make no question of that. 
' One and fifty hairs/ quoth he, ' and one white : 
that white hair is my father, and all the rest are his 
sons.' — ' Jupiter ! ' quoth she, ' which of these hairs 
is Paris, my husband ? ' — ' The forked one,' quoth 
he : ' pluck it out, and give it him.' But there was 
such laughing ! and Helen so blushed, and Paris so 
chafed, and all the rest so laughed, that it passed.^ 

Cres. So let it now; for it has been a great 
while going by. 

Pan. Well, cousin, I told you a thing yesterday • 
think on 't. 



> Exceeded all bounds. 
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SCBKB II. TB0ILU8 AND CRS88IDA. 21 

Ores, So I do. 

Pan. I 'U be sworn, 'tis true : he will weep you, 
an 'twere * a man born in April. 

Cres. And I 'U spring up in bis tears, an 'twere a 
nettle against May. [a retreat sounded. 

Pan. Hark, they are coming from the field. 
Shall we stand np here, and see them, as they pass 
toward Ilium ? Good nieoe, do ; sweet niece Cres- 
sida. 

Cres. At your pleasure. 

Pan. Here, here, here 's an excellent place ; here 
we may see most brayely : I '11 tell you them all by 
their names, as they pass by; but mark Troilus 
above the rest. 

JSNBAS passes over the stuffe. 

Cres. Speak not so loud. 

Pan. That 's iEneas. Is not that a brave man ? 
he *s one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you. But 
mark Troilus ; you shall see anon. 

Cres. Who 's that ? 

ANTBNOR passes over^ 

Pan. That's Antenor; he has a shrewd wit, I 
can tell you ; and he 's a man good enough : he 's 
one o' the soundest judgments in Troy, whosoever, 
and a proper man of person. When comes Troilus ? 



* As if it were. 
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22 TS0ILU8 AND CEKMIDA. ACT I« 

— 1 11 show you Troilus anon : if he see Uie, you 
shall see him nod at me. 

Cres. Will he give you the nod ? 
•Pan, You shall see. 

Cret, If he do, the rich shall have mon?. 

HBCTOB pa$$e$ over. 

Pan. That 's Hector, that, that, look you, that. 
There 's a fellow ! — Go thy way. Hector !— There 's 
a braye man, niece ! — O braye Hector ! — Look, how 
he looks ! there 's a countenance ! Is 't not a brave 
man.' 

Cres. O, a brave man ! 

Pan. Is 'a not ? It does a man's heart good. 
Look you, what hacks are on his helmet ? look you 
yonder, do you see ? look you there ! There 's no 
jesting : there 's laying on ; take 't off who will, as 
they say : there be hacks ! 

Ores. Be those with swords ? 

PARIS passes over. 

Pan. Swords ? any thing, he cares not : an the 
devil come to him, it 's all one. By God's lid, it 
does one's heart good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder 
comes Paris : look ye yonder, niece : is 't not a 
gallant man too, is't not? Why, this is brave 
now ! Who said, he came hurt home to-day ? he 's 
not hurt : why, this will do Helen's heart good 
now. Ha ! would I could see Troilus now ! — ^you 
shall see Troilus anon. 
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Ores. Who's that? 

HBLBNiTs passes over. 

Pom, That *8 Helenus ; — I marvel» where Troilus 
18. That 's Helenus ; — I think he went not forth 
to-day. That 's Helenus. 

Cres. Can Helenus fight, uncle ? 

Pan. Helenus? no: — ^yes^ hell fight indifiPerent 
well. I marvel* where Troilus is. Hark ! do you 
not hear the people cry, Troilus? Helenus is a 
priest. 

Cres, What sneaking fellow comes yonder ? 

* 

TROILUS passes over. 

Pan. Where? yonder? that's Deiphobus. 'Tis 
Troilus! there's a man, niece! — Hem! — Brave 
Troilus ! the prince of chivalry ! 

Cres. Peace, for shame, peace ! 

Pan. Mark him ; note him ; — O brave Troilus ! — 
look well upon him, niece ; look you how his sword 
is bloodied, and his helm more hacked than 
Hector's : and how he looks, and how he goes ! — O 
admirable youth ! he ne'er saw three and twenty. 
Go thy way, Troilus, go thy way ; had I a sister 
were a grace, or a daughter a goddess, he * should 
take his choice. O admirable man ! — ^Paris ? — Paris 
is dirt to him ; and, I warrant, Helen, to change, 
would give an eye to boot. 
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Forces pass over the stage. 

Cres. Here come more. 

Pan, Asses, fools, dolts! chaff and bran, cnaff 
and bran ! porridge after meat ! I could live and 
die i* the eyes of Troilus. Ne'er look, ne'er look ; 
the eagles are gone ; crows and daws, crows and 
daws ! I had rather be such a man as Troilus than 
Agamemnon and all Greece. 

Cres. There is among the Greeks Achilles, a 
better man than Troilus. 

Pan. Achilles? a drayman, a porter, a very 
camel. 

Cres. Well, well. 

Pan* Well, wfell? — ^Why, have you any dis- 
cretion ? have you any eyes ? Do you know what a 
man is ? Is not birth, beauty, good shape, discourse, 
manhood, learning, gentleness, virtue, youth, libe- 
rality, and such like, the spice and salt that season 
a man? 

Cres, Ay, a minced man ; and then to be baked 
with no date in the pie,' — for then the man's date 
is out. 

Pan. Yott are such a woman ! one knows not at 
what ward you lie.« 

Cres. Upon my back, to defend my belly ; upon 



* Dates were an ingredient in almost erery kind of ancient 
pastry. 

* A metaphor borrowed from the art of defence. 
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my -wit* to defend my wiles ; upon my secresy, to 
defend mine honesty; my mask, to defend my 
beauty; and you, to defend all these: and at all 
these wards I lie, at a thousand watches. 

Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Cres. Nay, I 'U watch you for that ; and that 's 
one of the chiefest of them too : if I cannot ward 
what I would not have hit, I can watch you for 
telling how I took the blow ; unless it swell past 
hiding, and then it is past watching. 

Pan, You are such another ! 

Enter tboilus' boy. 

Boy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak with 
you. 

Pan. Where? 

Boy. At your own house ; there he unarms him. 

Pan. Good boy, tell him I come : [E^t Boy, 
I doubt, he be hurt. — ^Fare ye well, good niece. 

Cres. Adieu, uncle. 

Pan. I '11 be with you, niece, by and by. 

Cres. To bring, uncle, 

Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus. 

Cres. By the same token — ^you are a bawd. 

[Exit Pandarus. 
Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love's full sacrifice. 
He offers in another's enterprise : 
But more in Troilus thousand-fold I see 
Than in the glass of Pandar's praise may be ; 
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Yet hold I off. Women are angels, wooing : 
Things won are done ; joy's soul lies in the doing : 
That she beloved knows naught, that knows not 

this; — 
Men prize the thing ungain'd more than it is : 
That she was never yet, that ever knew 
Love got BO sweet, as when desire did sue : 
Therefore this maxim oat of love I teach ; — 
Achievement is command ; ungain'd, beseech : 
Then though my heart's content firm love doth bear. 
Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear. [Ejeit, 

SOBNB III. 

The Grecian camp. Be/ore Agamemnon's tent. 

Trumpets, Enter aoambmnon, nbstob, ultssbs, 
MBNBLAI78, and othcTS, 

Aga, Princes, 
What grief hath set the jaundice on your cheeks ? 
The ample proposition, that hope makes 
In all designs begun on earth below. 
Fails in the promised largeness : checks and disasters 
Ghrow in the veins of actions highest reared ; 
As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap. 
Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant ^ from his course of growth : 
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us. 
That we come short of our suppose so fieur. 



^ Twisted and rambling. 
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That, after seren yean' siege, yet Troy walls stand ; 

Sith ^ every action that hath gone before. 

Whereof we have record, trial did draw 

Bias and thwart, not answering the aim. 

And that unbodied figure of the thought 

That gave 't surmised shape. Why then, you 

princes. 
Do you with cheeks abash'd behold our works ; 
And think them shames, which are, indeed, naught 

else . 
But the protractive trials of great Jove, 
To find persistiye constancy in men ? 
The fineness of which metal is not found 
In Fortune's love : for then, the bold and coward. 
The wise and fool, the artist and unread. 
The hard and soft, seem all afi&ned ^ and kin : 
But, in the wind and tempest of her £'own. 
Distinction, witb-a broad and powerful fian. 
Puffing at all, winnows the light away ; 
And what hath mass or matter, by itself 
lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

Nes. With due observance of thy godlike seat. 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men : the sea being smooth. 
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail 
Upon her patient breast, making their way 
With those of nobler bulk ! 



Since. * Joined by affinity. 
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But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 

The gentle Thetis, and* anon, behold 

The strong-ribb'd bark through liquid mountains cut. 

Bounding between the two moist elements. 

Like Perseus' horse. Where 's then the saucy boat. 

Whose weak untimber'd sides but even now 

Co-rival'd greatness ? either to harbor fled. 

Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 

Doth valor's show and valor's worth divide 

In storms of fortune : for, in her ray and brightness. 

The herd hath more annoyance by the brize,^ 

Than by the tiger ; but when the splitting wind 

Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks. 

And flies fled under shade ; why, then, the thing of 

courage. 
As roused with rage, with rage doth sympathise. 
And with an accent tum'd in self-same key. 
Returns to chiding fortune. 

Ulys, Agamemnon, — 

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Gh:«ece, 
Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit. 
In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be shut up ; — ^hear what Ul3r8ses speaks. 
Besides the applause and approbation. 
The which, — ^most mighty for thy place and sway, — 

[to Agamemnon, 
And thou most reverend for thy stretch'd-out life, — 

\to Nestor, 



* The gad-fly that stings cattle. 
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I give to both your speeches, — ^which were such. 

As Agamemnon and the hand of Ghreece 

Should hold up high in brass ; and such again. 

As venerable Nestor, hatch'd in silver. 

Should with a bond of air (strong as the axle-tree 

On which heaven rides) knit all the Ghreekish ears 

To his experienced tongue; — ^yet let it please 

both, — 
Thou great, — and wise, — to hear Ulysses speak. 
Aga, Speak, prince of Ithaca; and be't of less 

expect ^ 
That matter needless, of importless burden. 
Divide thy lips ; than we are confident. 
When rank Thersites opes his mastiff jaws. 
We shall hear music, wit, and oracle. 

Ulys, Troy, yet upon his basis, had been down. 
And the great Hector's sword had lack'd a master. 
But for these instances. 
Tlie specialty of rule ^ hath been neglected : 
And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upon this plain, so many hollow factions. 
When that the general is not like the hive. 
To whom the foragers shall all repair. 
What honey is expected ? Degree being vizarded,^ 
The unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask. 
The heavens themselves, the planets, and this 

centre. 



* Expectation. ' Rights of supreme authority. 

« Masked. 
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Observe degree, priority* and place, 
Insisture,^ coarse, proportion, season, form. 
Office, and custom, in all line of order ; 
And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol, 
In noble eminence enthroned and sphered 
Amidst the other ; whose medidnable eye 
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil. 
And posts, like the commandment of a king, 
Sans< check, to good and bad: but, when the 

planets. 
In evil mixture, to disorder wander. 
What plagues and what portents ! what mutiny ! 
What raging of the sea ! shaking of earth ! 
Commotion in the winds ! frights, changes, horrors. 
Divert and crack, rend and deracinate ^ 
The unity and married calm of states 
Quite from their fixture ! O, when degree is shaked. 
Which is the ladder of all high designs. 
The enterprise is sick ! How could communities. 
Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities. 
Peaceful commerce frt)m dividable ^ shores. 
The primogenitive and due of birth. 
Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels. 
But by degree, stand in authentic place ? 
Take but degree away, untune that string. 
And, hark, what discord follows ! each thing meets 
In mere ^ oppugnancy. The bounded waters 



1 Constancy. * Without. 

* Force up by the roots. * For divided. 

* Absolute. 
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Should lift their bosoms higher than the shores. 
And make a sop of all this solid globe : 
Strength should be lord of imbecility. 
And the rude son should strike his fiither dead : 
Force should be right ; or, rather, right and wrong. 
Between whose endless jar justice resides. 
Should lose their names, and so should justice too. 
Then every thing includes itself in power. 
Power into wiU, will into appetite ; 
And appetite, a universal wolf, 
So doubly seconded with will and power. 
Must make perforce a universal prey. 
And, last, eat up himself. Ghreat Agamenmon, 
lliis chaos, when degree is suffocate. 
Follows the choking : 
And this neglection of degree it is. 
That by a pace goes backward, with a purpose 
It hath to climb. The general 's disdain'd 
By him one step below ; he, by the next ; 
That next, by him beneath : so every step, 
Exampled by the first pace that is sick 
Of his superior, grows to an envious fever 
Of pale and bloodless emulation : 
And 'tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot, 
Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length, 
Troy in our weakness stands, not in her strength. 
Nes. Most wisely hath Ulysses here discover'd 
The fever whereof all our power ^ is sick. 



Army. 



Digitized by 



Google 



32 TR01LV8 AKD CRK8SIDA. ACT I. 

Aga, The nature of the sickness fimnd, Ulysses, 
What is the remedy ? 

XJlys. The great Achilles, — ^whom opinion crowns 
The sinew and the forehand of our host, — 
Having his ear fiill of his airy fame. 
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
lies mocking our designs : with him, Patroclus, 
Upon a lazy hed, the livelong day 
Breaks scurril jests ; 

And with ridiculous and awkward action 
(Which, slanderer, he imitation calls) 
He pageants ^ us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topless < deputation he puts on ; 
And, like a strutting player, — ^whose conceit 
lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 
'Twixt his stretch'd footing and the scaffoldage,' — 
Such to-be-pitied and o'erwrested ^ seeming 
He acts thy greatness in ; and when he speaks, 
"Us like a chime a mending ; with terms unsquared,^ 
Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropp'd. 
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff. 
The large Achilles, on his pressed bed lolling. 
From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause ; 
Cries — * Excellent ! — 'tis Agamemnon just. — 
Now play me Nestor ; — ^hem, and stroke thy beard. 
As he, being 'dress'd to some oration.' 



> Mimics. * Supreme. 

s The galleries of the theatre. « i. e. beyond the truth. 

* Unadapted to their subject. 
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That 's done« as near as the extremest ends 
Of parallels ; as like as Vulcan and his wife : 
Yet good AchiUes still cries, — ' Excellent ! 
"Us Nestor right ! Now play him me, Patroclus, 
Arming to answer in a night alarm/ 
And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age 
Must he the scene of mirth ; to cough, and spit. 
And with a palsy-fiimhling on his gorget. 
Shake in and out the rivet ; — and at this sport 
Sir Valor dies ; cries, — ' O ! — enough, Patroclus ; 
Or give me rihs of steel ! I shall split all 
In pleasure of my spleen.' And in this fashion. 
All our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes, 
Severals and generals of grace exact. 
Achievements, plots, orders, preventions. 
Excitements to the field or speech for truce, 
Success or loss, what is'' or is not, serves - 
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

Nes, And in the imitation of these twain 
(Whom, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice) many are infect. 
Ajax is grown self-will'd ; and bears his head 
In such a rein, in full as proud a place 
As broad Achilles : keeps his tent like him ; 
Makes factious feasts ; rails on our state of war. 
Bold as an oracle ; and sets Thersites 
(A slave, whose gall coins slanders like a mint) 
To match us in comparisons with dirt ; 
To weaken and discredit our exposure. 
How rank soever rounded in with danger. 

Ulys. Thej tax our policy, and call it cowardice ; 
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Count wisdom as no member of the war ; 
Forestall prescience, and esteem no act 
But that of hand : the still and mental parts, — 
That do contrive how many hands shall strike. 
When fitness calls them on ; and know, by measure 
Of their observant toil, the enemies' weight ;— 
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity : 
They call this bed- work, mappery, closet- war : 
So that the ram, that batters down the waU, 
For the great swing and rudeness of his poise. 
They place before his hand that made the engine ; 
Or those, that with the fineness of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

Nes. Let this be granted, and Achilles' horse 
Makes many Thetis' sons. [immpet sounds. 

Aga, What trumpet ? look, Menelaus. 

Enter anbas. 

Men. From Troy. 

Aga. What would you 'fore our tent ? 

JEn. Is this 

Oreat Agamemnon's tent, I pray ? 

Aga. Even this. 

^n. May one, that is a herald and a prince. 
Do a fair message to his kingly ears ? 

Aga. With surety stronger than Achilles' arm 
'Fore all the Ghreekish heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon head and general. 

JSn. Fair leave, and large security. How may 
A stranger to those most imperial looks 
Know them from eyes of other mortals ? * 
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Aga. How ? 

^n, Aj; 
I ask, that I might waken reverence. 
And bid the cheek be ready with a blush 
Modest as morning, when she coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebus. 
Which is that god in office, guiding men ? 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ? 

Aga. This Trojan scorns us» or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious courtiers. 

j^n. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'd^ 
As bending angels ; that 's their fame in peace : 
But when they would seem soldiers, they have 

galls. 
Good arms, strong joints, true swords ; and, Jove's 

accord. 
Nothing so full of heart. But peace, iEneas ; 
Peace, Trojan ; lay thy finger on thy lips ! 
The worthiness of praise disdains his worth. 
If that the praised himself bring the praise forth ; 
But what the repining enemy commends. 
That breath fame follows ; that praise, sole pure, 
transcends. 

Aga, Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself ^neas ? 

>En. Ay, Greek, that is my name. 

Aga. . What 's your affair, I pray you ? 

JEln. Sir, pardon ; 'tis for Agamemnon's ears. 

Aga. He hears naught privately, that comes from 
Troy. 

JESn. Nor I from Troy came not to whisper him : 
I bring a trumpet to awake his ear ; 



Digitized by 



Google 



36 TR0ILU8 AKD CRBS8IDA. ACT I. 

To set his sense on the attentive bent. 
And then to speak. 

Aga, Speak frankly as the wind : 

It is not Agamemnon's sleeping hour : 
That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake. 
He tells thee so himself. 

JEn, Trumpet, blow loud ; 

Send thy brass voice through aU these lazy tents ; — 
And every Ghreek of mettle, let him know, 
What Troy means fairly, shall be spoke aloud. 

[trumpet sounds. 
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince call'd Hector, (Priam is his father) 
Who in this dull and long-continued truce 
Is rusty grown : he bade me take a trumpet, 
And to this purpose speak : — Kings, princes, lords ! 
If there be one, among the fairest of Gh'eece, 
That holds his honor higher than his ease ; 
TThat seeks his praise more than he fears his peril ; 
That knows his valor, and knows not his fear ; 
That loves his mistress more than in confession, 
(With truant vows to her own lips he loves) 
And dare avow her beauty and her worth. 
In other arms than hers, — ^to him this challenge. 
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Gh-eeks, 
Shall make it g9od, or do his best to do it. 
He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer. 
Than ever Greek did compass in his arms ; 
And will to-morrow with his trumpet call, 
Midway between your tents and waUs of Troy, 
To rouse a Grecian that is true in love : 
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If any come. Hector shall honor him ; 

If none, he 11 8ay in Troy, when he retires. 

The (Grecian dames are sun-bum'd, and not worth 

The splinter of a lance. Even so much. 

Aga. This shall be told our lovers, lord iEneas : 
If none of them have soul in such a kind. 
We left them all at home. But we are soldiers ; 
And may that soldier a mere recreant prove. 
That means not, hath not, or is not in love ! 
If then one is, or hath, or means to be. 
That one meets Hector ; if none else, I am he. 

Nes. Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man 
When Hector's grandsire suck'd : he is old now ; 
But, if there be not in our Ghrecian host 
One noble man, that hath one spark of fire 
To answer for his love ; — tell him from me, — 
1 11 hide my silver beard in a gold beaver. 
And in mf vantbrace ^ put this wither'd brawn ; 
And, meeting him, will teU him, that my lady 
Was fEurer than his grandame, and as chaste 
As may be in the world : his youth in flood, 
1 11 prove this truth with my three drops of blood. 

^n. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of youth ! 

Ubfs. Amen. 

Aga, Fair lord iEneas, let me touch your hand : 
To our pavilion shall I lead you, sir. 
Achilles shall have word of this intent ; 
So shall each lord of Gh-eece, from tent to tent : 



I Annoar for the arm, avanUbroi, 
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Yourself shall feast with us before you go. 
And find the welcome of a noble foe. 

[Exeunt all but Ulysses and Nestor, 

Ulys, Nestor, 

Nes, What says Ul3rsse8 ? 

Ulys, I have a young conception in my brain. 
Be you my time to bring it to some shape. 

Nes. What is 't? ' 

Ulys. This 'tis: 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots : the seeded pride 
That hath to this maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles, must or now be cropp'd. 
Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil. 
To overbulk us all. 

Nes^ Well, and how ? 

Ulys, This challenge that the gallant Hector 
sends. 
However it is spread in general name. 
Relates in purpose only to Achilles. 

Nes. The purpose is perspicuous even as sub- 
stance. 
Whose grossness little characters sum up : 
And, in the publication, make no strain,' 
But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya, — ^though, Apollo knows, 
"Us dry enough, — will, with great speed of judg- 
ment. 
Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpose 



Doubt, difficulty. 
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Pointing on him. 

Ulys, And wake him to the answer, think you ? 

Nes, Yes, 

It is most meet. Whom may you else oppose, 
That can from Hector hring those honors off. 
If not Achilles ? Though 't be a sportful combat, 
Yet in the trial much opinion dwells ; 
For here the Trojans taste our dearest repute 
With their finest palate. And trust to me, Ulysses, 
Our imputation shall be oddly poised 
In this wild action ; for the success. 
Although particular, shall give a scantling ^ 
Of good or bad unto the general ; 
And in such indexes, although small pricks 
To their subsequent volumes,^ there is seen 
The baby figure of the giant mass 
Of things to come at large. It is supposed. 
He, that meets Hector, issues from our choice ; 
And choice, being mutual act of all our souls. 
Makes merit her election ; and doth boil. 
As 'twere from forth us all, a man distill'd 
Out of our virtues ; who miscarrying. 
What heart receives from hence a conquering part. 
To steel a strong opinion to themselves ? 
Which entertained, limbs are his instruments. 
In no less working, than are swords and bows 
Directive by the limbs. 



> Measare, proportion. 

' Indexes, in Shakspenre's time, were prefixed to books. 
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Ulys. Oive pardon to my speech ;— 
Therefore 'tis meet, Achilles meet not Hector. 
Let us, like merchants, show our foulest wares • 
And think, perchance, they 11 sell ; if not. 
The lustre of the better shall exceed. 
By showing the worse first. Do not consent. 
That ever Hector and Achilles meet ; 
For both our honor and our shame, in this, 
Are dogg'd with two strange followers. 

Nes, I see them not with my old eyes : what are 
they? 

Ulys, What glory our Achilles shares from 
Hector, 
Were he not proud, we all should share with him : 
But he already is too insolent ; 
And we were better parch in Afric sun. 
Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes. 
Should he 'scape Hector fair : if he were foil'd. 
Why, then we did our main opinion ^ crush 
In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery ; 
And, by device, let blockish Ajax draw 
The sort ^ to fight with Hector. Among ourselvet, 
Give him allowance for the better man, 
For that will physic the great Myrmidon, 
Who broils in loud applause ; and make him fedl 
His crest, that prouder than blue Iris bends. 
If the dull brainless Ajax come safe off. 
We 'U dress him up in voices : if he fedl. 



Our general estimation. * The lot. 
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Yet go we under our opinion ^ still. 
That we have better men. But, hit or miss. 
Our project's life this shape of sense assumes ; — 
Ajax, employ'd, plucks down Achilles' plumes. 

Nes. Ulysses, 
Now I beg^ to relish thy advice ; 
And I will give a taste of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon : go we to him straight. 
Two curs shall tame each other ; Pride alone 
Must tarre * the mastiflB on, as 'twere their bone. 

ACT II. 

SCBNB I. 

Another part of the Grecian camp* 
Enter ajax and thbbsitbs. 

Ajax. Thersites, 

Ther. Agamemnon — ^how if he had boils? full, 
all over, generally ? 

Ajax, Thersites, — - — 

Ther, And those boils did run? — Say so, — did 
not the general run then ? were not that a botchy 
core? 

Ajax. Dog, 

Ther, Then would come some matter from him ; 
I see none now. 



" Character. • Prorokt* 
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Ajax. Thou bitch-wolf's son, canst thou not 
hear ? Feel then. [strikes him. 

Ther. The plague of Grreece upon thee, thou 
mongrel beef-witted lord ! 

Ajax. Speak then, thou unsalted leaven, speak : 
I will beat thee into handsomeness. 

Ther. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holi- 
ness: but, I think, thy horse will sooner con an 
oration, than thou learn a prayer without book. 
Thou canst strike, canst thou ? a red murrain o' thy 
jade's tricks ! 

Ajax, Toadstool, learn me the proclamation. 

Ther, Dost thou think, I have no sense, thou 
strikest me thus ? 

Ajax, The proclamation, 

Ther, Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think. 

Ajax, Do not, porcupine, do not; my fingers 
itch. 

Ther, I would, thou didst itch from head to foot, 
and I had the scratching of thee ; I would make 
thee the loathsomest scab in Greece. When thou 
art forth in the incursions, thou strikest as slow as 
another. 

Ajax, I say, the proclamation, 

Ther, Thou grumblest and railest every hour on 
Achilles ; and thou art as full of envy at his great- 
ness, as Cerberus is at Proserpina's beauty, ay, that 
thou barkest at him. 

Ajax, Mistress Thersites ! 

Ther, Thou shouldst strike him. 
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Ajca, CobloaflJ 

Ther, He would pun * thee into shivers with his 
fist> as a saUor breaks a biscuit. 

Ajfix, You whoreson cur ! \heating him, 

Ther. Do, do. 

Ajax, Thou stool for a witch ! 

Ther. Ay, do, do ; thou sodden- witted lord ! thou 
hast no more brain than I have in mine elbows ; an 
assinego' may tutor thee. Thou scurvy valiant 
ass ! thou art here put to thrash Trojans ; and thou 
art bought and sold among those of any wit, like a 
barbarian slave. If thou use ^ to beat me, I will 
begin at thy heel, and tell what thou art by inches, 
thou thing of no bowels, thou ! 

Ajax, You dog ! 

Ther. You scurvy lord ! 

Ajax. You cur ! [beating him. 

Ther. Mars his idiot ! do, rudeness ; do, camel ; 
do, do. 

Enter achillbs and patboclds. 

Ach. Why, how now, Ajax? wherefore do you 
thus? 
How now, Thersites ? what 's the matter, man ? 
Ther. You see him there, do you ? 
Ach. Ay ; what 's the matter ? 
Ther. Nay, look upon him. 



> A crusty, oneyen loaf. * Pound. 

* An 888 : a cant term for a fooliah fellow. 
^ Continoe. 
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Ack. So I do. What 'a the matter ? 

7%er. Nay, hut regard him well. 

Ack. Well, why I do so. 

Ther. But yet you. look not well upon him ; for, 
whosoever you take him to be, he is Ajaz. 

Ack, I Imow that, fool. 

Tker. Ay, but that fool knows not himself. 

Ajag. Therefore I beat thee. 

Tker, Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he 
utters ! his evasions have ears thus long. I have 
bobbed his brain more than he has beat my bones : 
I will buy nine sparrows for a penny, and his pia 
nuUer ^ '^ i^ot worth the ninth part of a sparrow. 
This lord, Achilles, Ajax, — ^who wears his wit in his 
belly, and his guts in his head ; — I 'U tell you what 
I say of him. 

Ack. What? 

Tker. I say, this Ajax 

Ack. Nay, good Ajax. 

[Ajax offers to strike km ; AckiUes interposes. 

liter. Has not so much wit 

Ack. Nay, I must hold you. 

Tker. As will stop the eye of Helen's needle, for 
whom he comes to fight. 

Ack. Peace, fool ! 

Tker. I would have peace and quietness, but the 
fool will not : he there ; that he ; look you there. 

4j<ue. O thoii damned cur ! I shall 



A membrane ooveriDg the substance of the brain. 
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Aeh, Will you set your wit to a fool's ? 

Ther. No, I warrant you; for a fooFt will 
shame it. 

Pat, Good words, Thersites. 

Ach. What 's the quarrel ? 

4ffup» I bade the Tile owl go learn me the tenor 
of the proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

7%er, I serve thee not. 

4;(ue> Well, go to, go to. 

Ther. I serve here voluntary. 

Aek, Your last service was sufferance, 'twas not 
voluntary ; no man is beaten voluntary : Ajax was 
here the voluntary, and you as under an impress. 

Tker. Even so ? a great deal of your wit too lies 
in your sinews, or else there be liars. Hector shall 
have a great catch, if he knock out either of your 
brains ; 'a were as good crack a fusty nut with no 
kernel. 

Ach, What, with me too, Thersites ? 

T^ker, There 's Ulysses, and old Nestor, — ^whose 
wit was mouldy ere your grandsires had nails on 
their toes, — ^yoke you like draught oxen, and make 
you plough up the wars. 

Ach. What, what ? 

T^er. Yes, good sooth: to, Achilles! to, Ajax! 
to! 

AJas. I shall cut out your tongue. 
^ Ther, lis no matter : I shall speak as much as 
thou afterwards. « 

Pat, No more words, Thersites ; peace. 
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Ther. I will hold my peace whei^ Achilles' brach ^ 
bids me, shall I ? 

Jch, There 's for you, Patxodus. 

Ther. I will see you hanged, like dotpoles, ere I 
come any more to your tents : I will keep where 
there is wit stirring, and leave the faction of fools. 

lExit. 

Pat. A good riddance. 

Ach. Marry, this, sir, is proclidmed through all 
our host : 
That Hector, by the first hour of the sun. 
Will, witli a trumpet, 'twixt our tents and Troy, 
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms. 
That hath a stomach ; and such a one, that dare 
Maintain — I know not what ; 'tis trash. Farewell. 

Ajas. Farewell. Who shall answer him ? 

Ach, I know not ; it is put to lottery, otherwise 
He knew his man. 

Ajas. O, meaning you : — I '11 go learn more of it. 

[Exeunt. 

SCBN^ II. 

TVoy. A room in Priam's palace. 
Enter priam, hbctob, tboilus, pabis, and 

HBLBirUS. 

Pri. After so many hours, Hves, speeches spent. 
Thus once again says Nestor from tbe Ghreeks ; — 



■ Bitch, hound. 
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' Deliver Helen, and all damage else — 
As honor, loss of time, travel, expense. 
Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is con- 
sumed. 
In hot digestion of this cormorant war, — 
Shall be struck off.' — Hector, what say you to 't ? 
Hec, Though no man lesser fears the Greeks 
than I, 
As fEur as toucheth my particular, yet. 
Dread Priam, 

There is no lady of more softer bowels. 
More spongy to suck in the sense of fear. 
More ready to cry out — * Who knows what follows ? * 
Than Hector is. The wound of peace is surety. 
Surety secure ; but modest doubt is call'd 
The beacon of the wiise, the tent * that searches 
To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go. 
Since the first sword was drawn about this question. 
Every tithe soul, 'mongst many thousand dismes,^ 
Hath been as dear as Helen ; I mean, of ours. 
If we have lost so many tenths of ours. 
To guard a thing not ours ; not worth to us. 
Had it our name, the value of one ten ; — 
What merit 's in that reason, which denies 
The yielding of her up ? 

Trot, He, fie, my brother ! 

Weigh you the worth and honor of a king. 
So great as our dread fiather, in a scale 



* A roll of lint put into a wound. * Tenths. 
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Of common ounces ? Will you with counters sum 

The past-proportion of his infinite ? 

And buckle-in a waist most fathomless, 

With spans and inches so diminutive 

As fears and reasons ? fie, for godly shame ! 

Hel. No marvel, though you bite so sharp at 

reasons. 
You are so empty of them. Should not our father 
Bear the great sway of his afBeurs with reasons, 
Because your speech hath none, that teUs him so ? 
Troi, You are for dreams and slumbers, brother 

priest; 
You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your 

reasons. 
You know an enemy intends you harm ; 
You know a Word employed is perilous. 
And reason files the object of all harm : 
Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds 
A Ghrecian and his sword, if he do set 
The very wings of reason to his heels ; 
And fiy like chidden Mercury from Jove, 
Or like a star disorb'd ? — ^Nay, if we talk of reason. 
Let's shut our gates, and sleep. Manhood and 

honor 
Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their 

thoughts 
With this cramm'd reason : reason and respect ^ 
Make livers pale, and lustihood deject. 



Respect here 8igni6e8 caation, a regard to circumstances. 
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Hec, Brother, she is not worth what she doth 

<K)8t 

The holding. 

Trot, What is aught, but as ^tis valued ? 

Hec. But value dwells not in particular will : 
It holds his estimate and dignity 
As well wherein 'tis precious of itself 
As in the prizer : 'tis mad idolatry^ 
To make the service greater than the god ; 
And the will dotes, that is attributive 
To what infectiously itself a^ects. 
Without some image of the affected merit. 

TVot. I take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will ; 
My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 
Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous shores 
Of will and judgment. How may I avoid. 
Although my will distaste what it elected. 
The wife I chose ? there can be no evasion 
To blench ^ from this, and to stand firm by honor. 
We turn not back the silks upon the merchant. 
When we have soil'd them; nor the remainder 

viands 
We do not throw in unrespective sieve,* 
Because we now are full. It was thought meet, 
Paris should do some vengeance on the Gh'eeks : 
Your breath with full consent bellied his sails ; 
The seas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce. 



' Shrink; * A common roider* 

SHAK. X. D 
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And did him service : he touch'd the ports desired ; 
And, for an old aunt,^ whom the Greeks held 

captive. 
He brought a Gredan queen, whose youth and 

freshness 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes pale the morning. 
Why keep we her ? the Grecians keep our aunt. 
Is she worth keeping ? why, she is a pearl. 
Whose price hath launch'd above a thousand ships. 
And tum'd crown'd kings to merchants. 
If you 11 avouch, 'twas wisdom" Paris went, 
(As you must needs, for you all cried — ' Ck>, go ! ') 
If you 11 confess, he brought home noble prize, 
(As you must needs, for you all clapp'd your hands. 
And cried — ' Inestimable ! *) why do you now 
The issue of your proper wisdoms rate ; 
And do a deed that Fortune never did. 
Beggar the estimation which you prized 
Richer than sea and land ? O theft most base ; 
That we have stolen what we do fear to keep ! 
But, thieves, unworthy of a thing so stolen. 
That in their country did them that disgrace. 
We fear to warrant in our native place ! 

Cos. [within.'] Cry, Trojans, cry ! 

Pri. What noise ? what shriek is this ? 

TVot. "Tis our mad sister ; I do know her voice. 

Coi. Iwithin.'] Cry, Trojans! 

Hec. It is Cassandra. 



Priam's sitter, Hesione. 
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Enter cassakdra, raving. 

Cos, Cry, Trojans, cry! lend me ten thousand 
eyes. 
And I will fill them with prophetic tears. 

Hec, Peace, sister, peace. 

Cos. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled 
elders. 
Soft infiancy, that nothing canst but cry. 
Add to my clamors ! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry ! practise your eyes with tears I 
Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand : 
Our firebrand brother, Paris, bums us all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry ! a Helen, and a Woe ! 
Cry, cry ! Troy bums, or else let Helen go. [Exit. 

Hec. Now, youthful Troilus, do not th€»e high 
strains 
Of divination in our sister work 
Some touches of remorse ? or is your blood 
So madly hot, that no discourse of reason. 
Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause. 
Can qualify the same ? 

Trot. Why, brother Hector, 

We may not think the justness of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it ; 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds. 
Because Cassandra 's mad : her brain-sick raptures 
Cannot distaste ^ the goodness of a quarrel. 



1 Corrupt, change to « worse state. 



Digitized by 



Google 



52 TBOILU8 AND CRE88IDA. ACT II. 

Which hath our several honors all engaged 
To make it gracious.^ For my private part, 
I am no more touch'd than all Priam's sons : 
And Jove forbid, there should be done amongst us 
Such things as might offend the weakest spleen 
To fight for and maintain ! 

Par. Else might the world convince * of levity 
As well my undertakings, as your counsels : 
But I attest the gods, your full consent 
Chive wings to my propension, and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a project. 
For what, alas, can these my single arms ? 
What propugnation ' is in one man's valor. 
To stand the push and enmity of those 
This quarrel would excite ? Yet, I protest. 
Were I alone to pass the difficulties. 
And had as ample power as I have will, 
Paris should ne'er retract what he hath done. 
Nor ftdnt in the pursuit. 

Prt. Paris, you speak 

Like one besotted on your sweet delights : 
You have the honey still, but these the gall ; 
So to be valiant, is no praise at all. 

Par, Sir, I propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures such a beauty brings wi^ it ; 
But I would have the soil of her fair rape 
Wiped off in honorable keeping her. 



* To show it to advantage. * Conriot. 

• Defence. 
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What treason were it to the ranaaok'd queen. 

Disgrace to yonr great worths, and shame to me. 

Now to deliver her possession up. 

On terms of base compulsion ? Can it be, 

That so degenerate a strain as this 

Should once set footing in your generous bosoms ? 

There 's not the meanest spirit on our party. 

Without a heart to dare, or sword to draw. 

When Helen is defended ; nor none so noble. 

Whose life were ill bestow'd, or death unfamed. 

Where Helen is the subject : then, I say. 

Well may we fight for her^ whom, we know well. 

The world's large spaces cannot parallel. 

Hec. Paris and Troilus, you have both said well ; 
And on the cause and question now in hand 
Have glozed,' — ^but superficially ; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philosophy. 
The reasons you allege do more conduce 
To the hot passion of distemper'd blood. 
Than to make up a free determination 
'Twixt right and wrong ; for pleasure and revenge 
Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true decision. Nature craves. 
All dues be rendered to their owners : now 
What nearer debt in all humanity, 
Than wife is to the husband ? If this law 
Of nature be corrupted through affection ; 



Commented. 



Digitized by 



Google 



64 TEOILVS AKD CEX88XBA. ACT II. 

And that great mindB, of ^ partial indulgence 

To their benumbed wills, resiat the same ; 

There is a law in each well-order'd nation. 

To curb those raging appetites, that are 

Most disobedient and refractory. 

If Helen then be wife to Sparta's king, — 

As it is known she is, — ^these moral laws 

Of nature and of nations speak aloud 

To have her back retum'd : thus to persist 

In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong. 

But makes it much more heavy. Hector's opinion 

Is this, in way of truth ; yet, ne'ertheless. 

My spritely brethren, I propend « to you 

In resolution to keep Helen still ; 

For 'tis a cause that hath no mean dependence * 

Upon our joint and sereral dignities. 

2>ot. Why, there you touch'd the life of our 
design. 
Were it not glory that we more affected 
Than the performance of our heaving spleens,' 
I would not wish a drop of Trcjan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 
She is a theme of honor and renown ; 
A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds ; 
Whose present courage may beat down our foes. 
And fame, in time to come, canonise us : 
For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 



> Through. * Incline. 

* The execution of spirit and retentment. 
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So rich advantage of a promised glory. 
As smiles upon the forehead of this action. 
For the wide world's revenue. 

Hec. I am yours. 

You valiant ofispring of great Priamus. 
I have a roisting ^ challenge sent amongst 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks, 
Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits. 
I was advertised, their great general dept. 
Whilst emulation ^ in the army crept : 
This, I pr^ume, will wake him. [Exewit. 



SCBKB III. 

The Grecian camp. Before Achilles' tent. 

Enter thsbsitbs. 

Ther. How now, Thersites? what, lost in the 
labyrinth of thy fiiry? Shall the elephant Ajax 
carry it thus ? he beats me, and I rail at him. O 
worthy satisfaction! Would, it were otherwise; 
that I could beat him, whilst he railed at me. 
'Sfoot, in learn to conjure and raise devils, but 
I 'U see some issue of my spiteful execrations. Then 
there 's Achilles, — a rare engineer. If Troy be not 
taken till these two undermine it, the walls will 
stand till they fall of themselves. O thou great 
thunder-darter of Olympus, forget that thou art 



> Blnstonng. * £nv7» ftctions oontentioa* 
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Jove the king of gods ; and, Mercniy, lo«e all the 
serpentine craft of thy cadaeem ; ^ if ye take not 
that little little lesa-than-little wit from them that 
they have! which short-armed ignorance itself 
knows is so ahundant scarce, it will Hot in circum- 
vention deliver a fiy from a spider, without drawing 
their massy irons, and cutting the web. After this, 
the vengeance on the whole camp ! or, rather, the 
bone-ache: for that, methinks, is the curse de- 
pendent on those that war for a placket. I have 
said my prayers ; and devil, envy, say Amen. What, 
ho ! my lord Achilles ! 

Enter patboclus. 

Pa/. Who's there? Thersites? Good Thersites, 
come in and rail. 

Ther, If I could have remembered a gilt counter- 
feit, thou wouldst not have slipped out of my con- 
templation : but it is no matter ; th3^self upon thy- 
self! The common curse of mankind, folly and 
ignorance, be thine in great revenue ! Heaven bless 
thee from a tutor, and discipline come not near 
thee! Let thy blood < be thy direction till thy 
death ! then if she, that lays thee out, says — thou 
art a fair corse, I 'U be sworn and sworn upon % 
she never shrouded any but lazars.' Amen. Where's 
AchiUes? 



1 The wmnd of Mercury U wreathed with serpents. 
* Pmuodi. * Diseased beggars. 
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Pat. What, art them devout? iraat thou in 
prayer ? 

Ther. Ay ; the hesTens hear me ! 

Emter ACSXLLMB. 

Aeh. Who's there? 

Pat, Thersites, my lord. 

Ach. Where, where? — Art thou come? Why, 
my cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not served 
thyself in to my table so' many meals? Come; 
what 's Agamemnon. 

Ther, Thy commander, AchiUes: IImq tell me, 
Patrochis, what 's Achilles ? 

Pat. Thy lord, Therntea: ttoi tdl me, I pray 
thee, what's thyself? 

Ther. Thy knower, Fatrodoa: dwn tell me, P>u 
trodus, what art thou ? 

Pat. Thou mayst tell, that knowest. 

Ach. O, ten, tell. 

Ther. 1 11 decline the whole question^ Agamem- 
non commands Achilles ; Achilles is my lord ; I am 
Patroclus' knower ; and Pfttroclns is a fool. 

Pat. Yon rascal ! 

Ther. Peace, fool ! I have not done. 

Ach. He is a privileged man. Proceed, Thersites. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool ; Achilles is a fbol ; 
Thersites is a fool ; and, as aforesaid, Patroclus is a 
fool. 

Ach. Derive this : come. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to conmiand 
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Achilles; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of 
Agamemnon; Thenites is a fool to senre such a 
fool ; and Pfttrodos is a fool positiTe. 

Pat. Why ami afod? 

Tker. Make that demand of the prover : it sufficea 
me, thou art Look you, who comes here ? 

Enter aqamwmxov, ultssss, kbstor, diombdbs, 
and AJAJi, 

Ach. Fktrodos, 111 speak with nobody. Come 
in with me, Thersites. lEsit. 

Ther. Here is such patohery, soch juggling, and 
such knavery i all the argument is, a cuckold and a 
whore ; a good quarrel, to draw emulous factions, 
and bleed to death upon ! Now the dry serpigo ^ on 
the subject ; and war and lechery confound all ! 

[EsU. 

Aga> Where is Achilles ? 

Pat. Within his tent ; but ill-dispoeed, my lord. 

Aga, Let it be known to him, that we are here. 
He shent* our messengers; and we lay by 
Our appertainments,' visiting of him : 
Let him be told so ; lest, perchance, he think 
We dare not move the question of our place. 
Or know not what we are. 

Pat. I shall say so to him. 

[Esit. 



> A kind of tetter or scab. * Rebuked. 

* i. e. oar rank and dignity. 
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Ulys, We saw him at the opening of his tent : 
He is not sick. 

Ajax. Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart: yon 
may call it melancholy, if yon will favor the man ; 
bat, by my head, 'tis pride. But why, why ? let 
him show us a cause. A word, my lord. 

[takes Agamemnon aside. 

Nes. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ? 

Ulys, Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him. 

Nes. Who? Thersites? 

Ulys. He. 

Nes, Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have lost 
his argument. 

Ulys, No ; you see, he is his argument, that has 
his argument ; Achilles. 

Nes, All the better; their fraction is more our 
wish, than their faction : but it was a strong com- 
posure, a fool could disunite. 

Ulys, The amity, that wisdom knits not, folly 
may easily untie. Here comes Patroclus. 

Re-enter patboclus. 

Nes, No Achilles with him. 

Ulys. The elephant hath joints, but none for 
courtesy: his legs are legs for necessity, not for 
flexure. 

Pat. Achilles bids me say — ^he is much sorry. 
If any thing more than your sport and pleasure 
Did move your greatness, and this noble state. 
To call upon him ;^ he hopes, it is no other ; 
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But, for yoor health aad jouv digestioa sake. 
An after-dinner's breath.^ 

Ago, Hear you, Fktrodus ;«-< 

We are too well aoqwdnted with these answers : 
But his evasion, wing'd tiius swift with aoom. 
Cannot outfly our apprehensions. 
Much attribute he hath ; and much the reason 
Why we ascribe it to him ; yet all his virtues, — 
Not virtuously on his own part beheld, — 
Do, in our eyes, begin to lose their gloss ; 
Yea, like fEur fruit in an unwholesome dish. 
Are like to rot untasted. Go, and tell him. 
We come to speak with him : and you shall not 

sin. 
If you do say — ^we think him over-proud. 
And under-honest ; in self-assumption greater 
Than in the note of judgment ; and worthier than 

himself 
Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on ; 
Disguise the holy strength of their command. 
And underwrite ^ in an observing kind 
His humorous predominance ; yea, watch 
His pettish lunes,' his ebbs, his flows, as if 
The passage and whole carriage of this action 
Rode on his tide. Qo, tell him this ; and add. 
That, if he overbold his price so much. 
We 'U none of him ; but let him, like an engine 
Not portable, lie under this report : — 



Exercise. * Subscribe, obeyf * Mtd fresks. 
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Bring action hither, this cannot go to war : 
A stirring dwarf we do allowance ^ give 
Before a sleeping giant : — tell ham so. 

Pat, I shall ; and bring his answer presently. 

\Ewit. 

Aga. In second voice we '11 not be satisfied ; 
We come to speak with him. Ul3r8se8, enter. 

lE4nt Ulysses. 

Ajax. What is he more than another ? 

Aga, No more than what he thii^ he is. 

Ajax, Is he so much? Do you not think, he 
thinks himself a better man than I am ? 

Aga, No question. 

Ajax, Will you subscribe his thought, and say 
he is? 

Aga, No, noble Ajas; you are as strong, as 
valiant, as wise, no less noble, much more gentle, 
and altogether more tractable. 

Ajas, Why should a man be proud ? How doth 
pride grow ? I know not what pride is. 

Aga, Your mind's the clearer, Ajax, and your 
virtues the fairer. He that is proud, eats up him- 
self : pride is his own glass, his own trumpet, his 
own chronicle; and whatever praises itself but in 
the deed, devours the deed in the praise. 

AJax, I do hate a proud man as I hate the en- 
gendering of toads. 

Nes, And yet he loves himself : is it not strange ? 

\aside. 



Approbation. 
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Re-enter ultbsbs. , 

I77yf . Achilles wiU not to the field to-morrow. 

Aga. What 'a his excuse ? 

Uly9, He doth rely on none ; 

But carries on the stream of his dispose. 
Without observance or respect of any. 
In wiU peculiar and in self-admission. 

Aga, Why wiU he not, upon our fair requests 
Untent his person, and share the air with us ? 

Ulys. Things small as nothing, for request's sake 
only. 
He makes important. Possessed he is with great- 
ness; 
And speaks not to himself, but with a pride 
That quarrels at self-breatii : imagined worth 
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse. 
That, 'twixt his mental and his active parts, 
Kingdom'd Achilles in oonmiotion rages. 
And batters down himself. What should I say ? 
He is so plaguy proud, that the death tokens 

of it 
Cry — ' No recovery.' 

Aga, Let Ajax go to him. 

Dear lord, go you, and greet him in his tent : 
^Tis said, he holds you well ; and wiH be led. 
At your request, a little from himself. 

Ulye, O Agamemnon, let it not be so ! 
We 'U consecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
When they go from Achilles. Shall the proud 
lord. 
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That bastes his arrogance with his own seam ;i 

And never suffers matter of the world 

Enter his thoughts, save such as do reyoWe 

And ruminate himself; — ^shall he be worshipped 

Of that we hold an idol more than he ? 

No, this thrice-worthy and right-valiant lord 

Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquired ; 

Nor, by my will, assubjugate his merit. 

As amply titled as Achilles is. 

By going to Achilles : 

Tliat were to enlard his fat-already pride ; 

And add more coals to Cancer, when he bums 

With entertaining great Hyperion. 

This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid ; 

And say in thunder — ' Achilles, go to him.' 

Ne$. O, this is well ; he rubs the vein of him. 

[aside. 

Dio, And how his silence drinks up this applause ! 

[aside, 

Ajax. If I go to him, with my arm'd fist I 'U 
pash^ him 
Over the face. 

Aga, O, no, you shall not go. 

Ajax. An he be proud with me, I 'U pheeze ' his 
pride. 
Let me go to him. 

Ulys. Not for the worth that hangs upon our 
quarrel. 



> Lard. * Strike. * Comb or curry. 
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AJas, A paltry, insolent feUow ! 

Nis. How he describes 

Himself! [oiide. 

Ajas. Can he not be sociable ? 
Uly$, The raven 

Chides blackness. [aside. 

Ajax. I will let his humors blood. 

Aga, He will be the physician, that should be the 
patient. • \mide. 

Ajax. An all men 

Were o* my mind, 

U/yt . Wit would be out of fEshion. 

[ofide. 
Ajax, He should not bear it so; 
He should eat swords first. Shall pride carry it? 
^0ff. An 'twould, you 'd carry half. [a$ide. 

Ulys, He 'd have ten shares. 

[aside. 

Ajax, 1 11 knead him, I will make him supple. 

Nes, He's not yet thorough warm: force ^ him 

with pndses : 

Pour in, pour in ; his ambition is dry. [aside, 

Ulys, My lord, you feed too much on this dislike. 

[to Agamemnon. 
Nes, O noble general, do not do so. 
Dio. You must prepare to fight without Achilles. 
Ufys, Why, 'tis this naming of him does him 
harm. 



> Stuff: from the Freoch verb farcir. 
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Here i8 a man ^but 'tis before his face ; 

I will be silent. 

Nes. Wherefore should you so ? 

He is not emulous,^ as Achilles is. 

Ulys, Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 

Ajax. A whoreson dog, that shall palter^ thus 
with us! 
I would, he were a Trojan ! 

Nes, What a vice 

Were it in Ajax now 

Ulys, If he were proud ? 

Dio, Or covetous of praise ? 

Ulys. Ay, or surly borne ? 

Dio. Or strange, or self-affected ? 

Ulys. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet 
composure ; 
Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee suck : 
Famed be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice-famed, beyond all erudition ; 
But he that disciplined thy arms to fight. 
Let Mars divide eternity in twain. 
And give him half : and, for thy vigor, 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition ^ yield 
To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom. 
Which, like a boum,^ a pale, a shore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilated parts. Here 's Nestor, — 
Instructed by the antiquary times. 



* Envious. « Trifle. » Titlet. 

* Boundary. 
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He most, he is, he cannot but be wise : 
Bat pardon, father Nestor, were your days 
As green as Ajax', and your brain so tempered. 
You should not have the eminence of him, 
But be as Ajax. 

Ajast, Shall I call you father ? 

IScB, Ay, my good son. 

Dio, Be ruled by him, lord Ajax. 

IJlyB, There is no tanying here ; the hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket. Please it our great general 
To call together all his state of war. 
Fresh kings are come to Troy. To-morrow, 
We must with all our main of power stand fast : 
And here 's a lord,— come knights from east to west. 
And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best. 

Aga. Gk) we to council. Let Achilles sleep : 
light boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw 
deep. \ExewU. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

TVoy. A room in Priam's palace. 

Enter pakdaeus and sbevant. 

Pan. Friend ! you ! pray you, a wcHrd. Do not 
you follow the young lord Paris ? 

8er. Ay, sir, when he goes before me. 
Pan, You do depend upon him, I mean ? 
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Ser, Sir, I do depend upon the lord. 

Pan, Yon do depend upon a noble gentleman ; 
I must needs praise him. 

Ser, The Lord be praised ! 

Pan, You know me, do you not ? 

Ser, Faith, sir, superficially. 

Pan, Friend, know me better: I am the lord 
Pandarus. 

Ser, I hope, I shall know your honor better. 

Pan, I do desire it. 

Ser. You are in the state of grace, [music within. 

Pan. Ghrace ! not so, friend ; honor and lordship 
are my titles. What music is this ? 

Ser, I do but partly know, sir: it is music in 
parts. 

Pan, Know you the musicians ? 

Ser. Wholly, sir. 

Pan, Who play they to ? 

Ser. To the hearers, sir. 

Pan. At whose pleasure, friend ? 
• Ser. At mine, sir, and theirs that love music. 

Pan. Command, I mean, friend. 

Ser, Who shall I command, sir ? 

Pan. Friend, we understand not one another ; I 
am too courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whose 
request do these men play ? 

Ser. That 's to % indeed, sir. Marry, sir, at the 
request of Paris my lord, who is there in person ; 
with him, the mortal Venus, the heart-blood of 
beauty, love's invisible soul, 

Pan. Who, my cousin Cressida ? 
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Ser, No, sir, Helen. Ck)uld you not find out that 
by her attributes ? 

Pan, It should seem, fellow, that thou hast not 
seen the lady Cressida. I come to speak with Paris 
from the prince Troilus : I will make a complimental 
assault upon him, for my business seethes. 

Ser, Sodden business ! there 's a stewed phrase, 
indeed! 

Enter PARIS and hblbn, attended. 

Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair 
company! fair desires, in all fair measure, fairly 
guide them! especially to you, fair queen! fair 
thoughts be your fair pillow ! 

Helen. Deai lord, you are fuU of fair words. 

Pan. You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen. 
— ^Fair prince, here is good broken music. 

Par. You have broke it, cousin ; and, by my life, 
you shall make it whole again : you shall piece it 
out with a piece of your performance. NeU, he is 
full of harmony. 

Pan. Truly, lady, no. 

Helen. O, sir, 

Pan. Rude, in sooth ; in good sooth, very rude. 

Par. Well said, my lord ! well, you say so in fits. 

Pan. I have business to my lord, dear queen. — 
My lord, will you vouchsafe me a word ? 

Helen. Nay, this shall not hedge us out : we '11 
hear you sing, certainly. 

Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with 
me. — But, marry, thus, my lord, — My dear lord. 
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and mo8t e8teemed friend, your brother Troilos- 



Helen, My lord Pandarus ; honey-8weet lord,- 
Pan, Go to, 8weet queen, go to: — commends 



Digitized by 



Google 



70 TE0ILU8 AND CKBBSIDA. « ACT III. 

Pan, Ay, good my lord. Why should you My— 
CreBBida ? no, your poor disposer 's sick. 

Par. I spy. 

Pan. You spy ! what do you spy ? — Gome, give 
me an instrument. — ^Now, sweet queen. 

Helen. Why, this is kindly done. 

Pan. My niece is horribly in love with a thiug 
you have, sweet queen. 

Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be not my 
lord Paris. 

Pan. He ! no, she 11 none of him : they two are 
twain. 

Helen. Falling in, after falling out, may make 
them three. 

Pan. Come, come, 1 11 hear no more of this ; 1 11 
sing you a song now. 

Helen, Ay, ay, pr'ythee now. By my troth, 
sweet lord, thou hast a fine forehead. 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may. 

Helen. Let thy song be love : this love will undo 
us all. O, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid ! 

Pan. Love ! ay, that it shall, i' faith. 

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love. 

Pan. In good truth, it begins so : 

Love, love, nothing but Ioto, still more ! 

For, O, Lore's bow 

Shoots back and doe : 

The shaft confounds 

Not that it wounds/ 
But tickles still the sore. 



> i. e. destroys not that which it wounds. 
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These lovers cry— O ! O ! they die ! 

Yet that which seems the woond to kill, 
DothtnmO! O! to ha! ha! he! 

Sa dvinir T>ova Iiyaa atill • 
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Par. They are come from field : let us to Priam's 
haU, 
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo 

you 
To help unarm our Hector : his stuhbom buckles. 
With these your white enchanting fingers touch'd. 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of steel. 
Or force of Chreekish sinews : you shall do more 
Than all the island kings,— disarm great Hector. 

Helen, Twill make us proud to be his servant, 
Paris: 
Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty, 
(Hves us more palm in beauty than we have ; 
Yea, overshines ourself. 

Par, Sweet, above thought I love thee. [ETeunt. 

SCBNB II. 

The same, Pandanu* orchard. 
Enter panbabus and sbbvant, meeting. 

Pan, How now? where 's thy master? at my 
cousin Cressida's ? 

Ser, No, sir; he stays for you to conduct him 
diither. 

Enter tboilus. 

Pan, O, here he comes. — How now, how now ? 
Trot. Sirrah, walk off. ^Eait Servant. 

Pan, Have you seen my cousin ? 
Trot, No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door, 
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Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 
And give me swift transportance to those fields. 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
Proposed for the deserver ! O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid's shoulder pluck his painted wings. 
And fly with me to Cressid ! 

Pan, Walk here i' the orchard ; 1 11 bring her 
straight. [Exit Pandarus, 

Trot, I am giddy ; expectation whirls me round. 
The imaginary relish is so sweet. 
That it enchants my sense. What will it be. 
When that the watery palate tastes indeed 
Love's thrice-reputed nectar ? death, I fear me ; 
Swooning destruction ; or some joy too fine. 
Too subtile-potent, tuned too sharp in sweetnessj 
For the capacity of my ruder powers. 
I f^ur it much ; and I do fear besides. 
That I shall lose distinction in my joys ; 
As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 

Re-enter pandarus. 

Pan. She's making her ready; she'll come 
straight: you must be witty now. She does so 
blush, and fetches her wind so short, as if she were 
frayed 1 with a sprite: I'll fetch her. It is the 



Affrighted. 
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prettiest villain : — she fetches her breath as short as 
a new-ta'en sparrow. [Eifit Pandanu. 

TroL Even suph a passion doth embrace my 
bosom: 
My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse ; 
And all my powers do their bestowing lose. 
Like vassalage at unawares encountering 
The eye of majesty. 

Enter pandarus and crbssida. 

Pan. Gome, come, what need you blush ? Shame 's 
a baby. — Here she is now : swear the oaths now to 
her that you have sworn to me. What, are you 
gone again ? you must be watched ere you be made 
tame, must you? Gome your ways, come your 
ways ; an you draw backward, we 'U put you i' the 
fills.* Why do you not speak to her? — Gome, 
draw this curtain, and let 's see your picture. Alas 
the day, how loath you are to offend daylight ! an 
'twere dark, you 'd dose sooner. So, so ; rub on, 
and kiss the mistress. How now, a kiss in fee- 
fEurm! build there, carpenter; the air is sweet. 
Nay, you shall fight your hearts out, ere I part you. 
The fEdcon as the tercel,^ for all the ducks i'tho 
river : go to, go to. 

TVot. You have bereft me of all words, lady. 

Pan, Words pay no debts ; give her deeds : but 



> Shafts. 

' The tercel is the male, and the ialcnn the female hawk. 
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she H bereave you of the deeds too, if she call your 
activity in question. What, billing again ? Here 's 
— ' In witness whereof the parties interchangeably ' 
— Come in, come in ; 1 11 go get a fire. 

lExit Pandarw. 

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord ? 

TVot. O Gressida, how often have I wished me 
thus! 

Cres. Wished, my lord? — the gods grant! — O, 
my lord ! 

TVot. What should they grant ? what makes this 
pretty abruption ? What too curious dreg espies my 
sweet lady in the fountain of our love ? 

Cres, More dregs than water, if my fears have 
eyes. 

TVot. Fears make devils cherubins; they never 
see truly. 

Cres. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads, finds 
safer footing than blind reason stumbling without 
fear. To fear the worst, oft cures the worst. 

TVot. O, let my lady apprehend no feai : in all 
Cupid's pageant there is presented no monster. 

Cres. Nor nothing monstrous neither ? 

TVot. Nothing, but our undertakings; when we 
vow to weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame 
tigers ; thinking it harder for our mistress to devise 
imposition enough, than for us to undergo any 
difficulty imposed. This is the monstruosity in 
love,^dy : — that the will is infinite, and the exe- 
cution confined ; that the desire is boundless, and 
the act a slave to limit. 
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Cres. They say, all loyen swear more per- 
formance than they are able, and yet reserve an 
ability that they never perform ; vowing more than 
the perfection of ten, and discharging less than the 
tenth part of one. They that have the voice of 
lions, and the act of hares, are they not monsters ? 

Trot, Are there such ? such are not we. Praise 
us as we are tasted, allow us as we prove; our 
head shall go bare, till merit crown it : no perfection 
in reversion shall have a praise in present : we will 
not name desert before his birth ; and, being bom, 
his addition ^ shall be humble. Few words to fair 
faith. Troilus shall be such to Cressid, as what 
envy can say worst, shall be a mock for his truth ; ^ 
and what truth can speak truest, not truer than 
Troilus. 

Ores, Will you walk in, my lord ? 

Re-enter pamdarus. 

Pan. What, blushing still? have you not done 
talking yet? 

Cres. Well, unde, what foUy I commit, I dedicate 
to you. 

Pan. I thank you for that : if my lord get a boy 
of you, you '11 give him me. Be true to ipy lord : 
if he flinch, chide me for it. 



» Titlei. 

' i. e. Shall be able to attack him in no other way, but by 
ridicoling hia conitancy. 
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TroL You know now your hostages; your 
uncle's wordy and my firm faith. 

Pan. Nay, 1 11 give my word for her too : our 
kindred, though they be long ere they are wooed, 
they are constant, being won : they are burs, I can 
tell you ; they '11 stick where tiiey are thrown. 

Cres. Boldness comes to me now, and brings me 
heart. 
Prince Troilus, I have loved you night and day. 
For many weary months. 

Trot. Why was my Cressid then so hard to win ? 

Cres. Hard to seem won; but I was won, my 
lord, 

Witii the first glance that ever ^Pardon me ; — 

If I confess much, you wiU play the tyrant. 

I love you now ; but not, till now, so much 

But I might master it : — ^in fsuth, I lie ; 

My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 

Too headstrong for their mother. See, we fools ! 

Why have I blabb'd ? Who shall be true to us. 

When we are so unsecret to ourselves ? 

But, though I loved you well, I woo'd you not ; 

And yet, good faith, I wish'd myself a man. 

Or that we women had men's privilege 

Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue ; 

For, in this rapture, I shall surely speak 

The thing I shall repent. See, see, your silencie. 

Cunning in dumbness, from my weakness draws 

My very soul of counsel. Stop my mouth. 

Trot. And shall, albeit sweet music issues thence. 

Pan. Pretty, i' faith. 
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Cre$, My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me : 
'Twas not my purpose, thus to beg a loss. 
I am ashamed : — O heavens ! what have I done ? — 
For this time wOl I take my leave, my lord. 

7Vo». Your leave, sweet Cressid ? 

Pan, Leave! an you take leave till to-morrow 
morning, 

Cres, Pray you, content you. 

TVot. What offends you, lady ? 

Cres. Sir, mine own company. 

Trot. You cannot shun 

Yourself. 

Cres. Let me go and try. 
I have a kind of self resides with you ; 
But an unkind self, that itself will leave, 
To be another's fool. I would be gone. — 
Where is my wit ? I know not what I speak. 

Troi. Well know they what they speak, that 
speak so wisely. 

Cres. Perchance, my lord, I show more craft than 
love; 
And fell so roundly to a large confession. 
To angle for your thoughts : but you are wise, 
Or else you love not ; for to be wise, and love. 
Exceeds man's might ; that dwells with gods above. 

Troi. O, that I thought it could be in a woman, 
(As, if it can, I will presume in you) 
To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love ; 
To keep her constancy in plight and youth. 
Outliving beauty's outward, with a mind 
That doth renew swifter than blood decays ! 
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Or, that persuasion could but thus convince me, — 

That my integrity and truth to you 

Might be affironted ^ with the match and weight 

Of such a winnow'd purity in love ; 

How were I then uplifted ! but, alas. 

I am as true as truth's simplicity. 

And simpler than the infancy of truth. • 

Cres, In that 1 11 war witii you. 

Troi. O virtuous fiirht. 

When right with right wars who shall be mosi 

right! 
True swains in love shall, in the world to come. 
Approve their truths by Troilus : when their 

rhymes. 
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare,^ 
Want similes, truth tired with iteration, — 
As true as steel, as plantage to the moon, 
As sun to day, as turtle to her mate. 
As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre ; — 
Yet, after all comparisons of truth, 
As truth's authentic author to be cited. 
As true as Troilus, shall crown up the verse. 
And sanctify the numbers. 

Ores, Prophet may you be ! 

If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth. 
When time is old and hath forgot itself. 
When water drops have worn the stones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up. 



1 Met vrith and equalled. * Comparison. 
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And mighty states characterless are grated 

To dusty nothing ; yet let memory. 

From false to false, among false maids in love. 

Upbraid my falsehood ! When they have said — as 

^se 
As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth. 
As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, 
Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son ; 
Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood, 
As fedse as Cressid. 

Pan. Go to ; a bargain made : seal it, seal it ; 
I '11 be the witness. Here I hold your hand ; here, 
my cousin's. If ever you prove fialse one to another, 
since I have taken such pains to bring you together, 
let all pitiful goers-between be called, to the world's 
end, after my name ; call them all Pandars ; let all 
constant men be Troiluses, all false women Cressids, 
and all brokers-between Pandars ! Say, Amen. 

TVot. Amen. 

Ores, Amen. 

Pan. Amen. Whereupon I wiU show you a 
chamber and a bed ; which bed, because it shall not 
speak of your pretty encounters, press it to death : 
away. 

And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here. 

Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this geer ! 

lEjpeunt. 
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8CSNS III. 

The Grecian camp. 
Enter agamemkon, ultssss, diomedbs, nbstor, 

AJAX, MBNSLAUS, Ond CALCHA8. 

Cal, Now, princes, for the sendee I have done 
you, 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for recompense. Appear it to your mind. 
That, through the sight I bear in things, to Jove 
I have abandon'd Troy, left my possession. 
Incurred a traitor's name ; exposed myself. 
From certain and possessed conveniences. 
To doubtful fortunes ; sequestering from me all 
That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition 
Made tame and most familiar to my nature ; 
And here, to do you service, am become 
As new into the world, strange, unacquainted ; — 
I do beseech you, as in way of taste. 
To give me now a little benefit. 
Out of those many register'd in promise, 
Which, you say, live to come in my behalf. 

Aga, What wouldst thou of us, Trojan? make 
demand. 

Cal. You have a Trojan prisoner, call'd Antenor, 
Yesterday took : Troy holds him very dear. 
Oft have you (often have you thanks therefore) » 
Desired my Cressid in right great exchange. 
Whom Troy hath still denied : but this Antenor, 
I know, is such a wrest in their afiairs. 
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Tliat their negotiatioiis all must slack. 
Wanting his manage ; and they will almost 
Give OS a prince of blood, a son of Priam, 
In change of him. Let him be sent, great princes. 
And he shall buy my daughter ; and her presence 
Shall quite strike off all service I have done. 
In most accepted pain.^ 

Aga. Let Diomedes bear him. 

And bring us Gressid hither : Calchas shall have 
What he requests of us. Gkx>d Diomed, 
Furnish you fairly for this interchange : 
>^thal, bring word, if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answer'd in his challenge. Ajax is ready. 

Dto. This shall I undertake ; and 'tis a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. 

[ExeuMt DiomedeB and Cakka$, 

Enter achillu and pateoclus, be/are their tent. 

Ulys, Achilles stands i' the entrance of his tent. — 
Please it our general to pass strangely by him. 
As if he were forgot ; — and, princes all, 
Lay negligent and loose regard upon him : 
I will come last. Tis like, he '11 question me. 
Why such unplausiye eyes are bent, why tum'd on 

him: 
If so, I have derision medicinable. 
To use between your strangeness and his pride. 



i. e. eren in thoie labors which were most accepted. 
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Which hi8 own will 8hall have de8ire to drink. 
It may do good : pride hath no other gla88 
To 8how itself, but pride ; for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees. 

Aga. We 'U execute your purpose, and put on 
A form of strangeness as we pass along : 
So do each lord ; and either greet him not, 
Or else disdainfully ; which shall shake him more 
Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way. 

Ach. What, comes the general to speak with me ? 
You know my mind ; I 'U fight no more 'gainst 
Troy. 

Aga. What says Achilles ? Would he aught with 
us? 

Net. Would you, my lord, aught with the 
general? 

Ach, No. 

Nes. Nothing, my lord. 

Aga. The better. 

[Exeunt Agamemnon and Netter. 

Ach. Gbod day, good day. 

Men. How do you ? how do you ? 

[Egk Menelam. 

Ach. What, does the cuckold scorn me ? 

4;fup. How now, Patroclus ? 

Ach. Good morrow, Ajax. 

Ajax. Ha? 

Ach. Good morrow. 

4;(Ut. Ay, and good next day too. {Exit Ajax. 

Ach. What mean these fellows ? know they not 
Achilles? 
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Pat. They pass by strangely : they were used to 
' bendy 
To send their smiles before them to Achilles ; 
To come as humbly, as they used to creep 
To holy altars. 

Ach. What, am I poor of late ? 

lis certain, Gh-eatness, once ftdlen out with 

Fortune, 
Must fall out with men too. What the declined is. 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others. 
As feel in his own hH ; for men, like butterflies. 
Show not their mealy wings, but to the summer ; 
And not a man, for being simply man. 
Hath any honor ; but honor for those honors 
That are without him, as place, riches, and favor. 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit : 
Which when they fall, as being slippery standers. 
The love that lean'd on them as slippery too. 
Do one pluck down another, and together 
Die in the fall. But 'tis not so with me : 
Fortune and I are friends ; I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did possess. 
Save these men's looks; who do, methinks, find 

out 
Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As they have often given. Here is Ulysses ; 
1 11 interrupt his reading. — 
How now, Ulysses ? 

Ulyi. Now, great Thetis' son ? 

Ach. What are you reading ? 

C/7yt. A strange fellow here 
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Writes me, — ^that man, how dearly ever parted,^ 
How much in having, or without, or in, — 
Cannot make boast to have that which he hath. 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection ; 
As when his virtues shining upon others. 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the first giver. 

Ach. This is not strange, Ulysses. 

The beauty, that is borne here in the ^ice. 
The bearer knows not, but commends itself 
To others' eyes : nor doth the eye itself 
(That most pure spirit of sense) behold itself. 
Not g(nng from itself; but eye to eye opposed 
Salutes each other with each other's form. 
For speculation turns not to itself. 
Till it hath traveU'd, and is married there 
Where it may see itself. This is not strange at all. 

Ulyt. I do not strain at the position,-— • 
It is ftimiliar ; but at the author's drift : 
Who, in his circumstance,* expressly proves — 
That no man is the lord of any thing, 
(Though in and of him there be much consisting) 
Till he communicate his parts to others : 
Nor doth he of himself know them for aught. 
Till he behold them form'd in the applause 
Where they are extended ; which, like an arch, re- 
verberates 



■ Howerer excellently endowed. 
* In the detail of his argument. 
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The voice again ; or, like a gate of steel 

Fronting the 8un» receives and renders back 

His figure and his heat. I was much rapt in tins ; 

And apprehended here immediatelj 

The unknown Ajax.^ 

Heavens, what a ouin is there ! a verj horse, 

Tliat has he knows not what. Nature, what things 

there are. 
Most abject in regard, and dear in use !* 
What things again most dear in the esteem. 
And poor in worth ! Now shall we see to-morrow. 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him ; 
Ajax renown'd. O heavens, what some men do. 
While some men leave to do ! 
How some men creep in skittish Fortune's hall. 
Whiles others play the idiots in her eyes ! 
How one man eats into another's pride. 
While pride is fasting in his wantonness ! 
To see these Oredan lords ! — why, even already 
They dap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder ; 
As if his foot were on brave Hector's breast. 
And great Troy shrieking. 

Ach. I do believe it : for they pass'd by me. 
As misers do by beggars ; neither gave to me 
Gk)od word nor look. What, are my deeds forgot ? 

Ulyi. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back. 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion. 



■ Ajax» who has abilitiM, whioh were nerer broasht into 
riew or ate. 
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A great-sized monster of ingratitades. 

Those scraps are good deeds past, which are de- 

vour'd 
As fast as they are made, f6rgot as soon 
As done. Perseverance, dear mj lord. 
Keeps honor bright. To have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rosty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way ; 
For Honor travels in a strait so narrow. 
Where one but goes abreast : keep then the path ; 
For Emulation hath a thousand sons. 
That one by one pursue : if you give way. 
Or hedge aside from the direct forthright. 
Like to an enter'd tide, they all rush by. 
And leave you hindmost ; — 
Or, like a gallant horse fallen in first rank. 
Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 
O'er-run and trampled on. Then what they do in 

present. 
Though less than yours in past, must o'ertop yours : 
For Time is like a fashionable host. 
That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand ; 
And with his arms outstretch'd, as he would fly, 
Orasps-in the comer : Welcome ever smiles. 
And Farewell goes out sighing. O, let not Virtue 

seek 
Remuneration for the thing it was ; 
For beauty, wit. 

High birth, vigor of bone, desert in service. 
Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 
To envious and calumniating Time. 
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One touch of nature makes the whole world kin, — 

That all, with one consent, praise new-born gauds.^ 

Though they are made and moulded of things past ; 

And give to dust, that is a little gilt. 

More laud than gilt o'erdusted. 

The present eye praises the present object : 

Then marvel not, thou great and comj^ete man. 

That all the Ghreeks be^ to worship Ajax ; 

Since things in motion sooner catch the eye 

Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee. 

And still it might, and yet it may again. 

If thou wouldst not entomb thyself alive. 

And case thy reputation in thy tent ; 

Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late. 

Made emulous missions 'mongst the gods them- 

selves,' 
And drave great Mars to faction. 

Ach. Of this my privacy 

I have strong reasons. 

Ulys, But 'gainst your privacy 

The reasons are more potent and heroical. 
Tib known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam's daughters.' 

Ach, Ha! known? 

Ulys, Is that a wonder ? 
The providence, that 's in a watchful state. 
Knows almost every grain of Plutus' gold ; 



1 New-fashioned toys. 

* Caused the gods themselTes to enlist among the com* 
batants. > i. e. Polyzena. 
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Finds bottom in the oncomprehensive deeps ; 
Keeps place with thought, and almost, like the 

gods. 
Does thoughts onveil in their dumb cradles. 
There is a mystery (with whom relation 
Durst never meddle) in the soul of state ; 
Which hath an operation more divine 
Than breath or pen can give expressure to. 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy 
As perfectly is ours as yours, my lord ; 
And better would it fit Achilles much. 
To throw down Hector, than Polyxena : 
But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home. 
When Fame shall in our islands sound her trump ; 
And all the Gh^ekish girls shall tripping sing, — 
' Great Hector's sister did Achilles win ; 
But our great Ajax bravely beat down him/ 
Farewell, my lord : I as your lover * speak ; 
The fool slides o'er the ice that you should break. 

[Exit. 
Pat. To this effect, Achilles, have I moved you : 
A woman impudent and mannish grown 
Is not more loathed than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I stand oondemn'd for this ; 
They think, my little stomach to the war. 
And your great love to me restrains you thus. 
Sweet, rouse yourself; and the weak, wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold. 



1 Friend. 
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And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane. 
Be shook to air. 

Ach. Shan Ajax fight with Heetur ? 

Pat, Ay ; and, perhaps, receive much honor by 
him. 

Ach, I see, my reputation is at stake ; 
My fieufie is shrewdly gored. 

Pat. O, then beware : 

Those wounds heal ill, that men do give themaelTes. 
Omission to do what is necessary 
Seals a commission to a blank of danger ; 
And danger, like an ague, subtly taints. 
Even then when we sit idly in the sun. 

Ach, Qo, call Thersites hither, sweet P&troclus. 
1 11 send the fool to Ajax, and desire him 
To invite the Trojan lords after the combat. 
To see us here unarm'd. I have a woman's longing. 
An appetite that I am sick withal. 
To see great Hector in his weeds of peace ; 
To talk with him, and to behold his visage. 
Even to my full of view. A labor saved ! 

Enter thibsitbs. 

Ther, A wonder ! 

Ach. What? 

I%er. Ajax goes up and down the field, asking 
for himself. 

Ach. How so ? 

Tker. He must fight singly to-morrow with 
Hector ; and is so prophetically proud of an heroical 
cudgelling, that he raves in saying nothing. 
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Ach. How can that be ? 

Tker. Why, he stalks up and down like a pea- 
cock ; a# stride and a stand : ruminates like an 
hostess, that hath no arithmetic but her brain to set 
down her reckoning: bites his lip with a politic 
regard,! as who should say — ^There were wit in this 
head, an 'twould out : and so there is ; but it lies 
as coldly in him as ^e in a flint, which will not 
show without knocking. The man's undone for 
ever ; for if Hector break not his neck i' the combat, 
he 11 break it himself in vain glory. He knows not 
me. I said, ' Gkxxi morrow, Ajax ; ' and he replies, 
'Thanks, Agamemnon/ What think you of this 
man, that takes me for the general ? He is grown a 
very land-fish, languageless, a monster. A plague 
of opinion ! a man majr wear it on both sides, like a 
leadier jerkin. 

Ach. Thou must be my ambassador to him, 
Thersites. 

7%er. Who, I ? why, he 11 answer nobody ; he 
professes not answering : speaking is for b^gars ; 
he wears his tongue in his arms. I will put on his 
presence : let Patroclus make demands to me, you 
shall see the pageant of Ajax. 

Ach. To him, Patroclus. Tell him, I humbly 
desire the valiant Ajax to invite the most valorous 
Hector to come unarmed to my tent ; and to pro- 
cure safe conduct for his person, of the magnani- 



With • sly look. 
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mous, and most illustrious, six-or-teyen-times-l&o- 
nored captain-general of the Ghredan army, Aga- 
menmon. Do this. 

Pat, Jove bless great Ajax. 

Ther. Humph! 

Pat, I come fix)m the worthy Achilles, 

Ther. Ha! 

Pat. Who most humbly desires you, to innte 
Hector to his tent ; 

Ther. Humph! 

Pat. And to procure safe conduct from Agamem- 
non. 

Ther. Agamemnon? 

Pat. Ay, my lord. 

Ther. Ha! 

Pat. What say you to 't ? 

Ther. Qod be wi' you, with all my heart. 

Pat, Your answer, sir. 

Ther. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven 
o'clock it will go one way or other : howsoever, he 
shall pay for me ere he has me. 

Pat. Your answer, sir. 

Ther, Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Ach. Why, but he is not in tiiis tune, is he ? 

Ther. No, but he *s out o' tune thus. What 
music will be in him when Hector has knocked out 
his brains, I know not : but, I am sure, none ; un- 
less the fiddler Apollo get his sinews to make cat- 
lings ' on. 



Catlings are smatl lute-stringt made of catgat. 
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Ack. Come, thou shalt bear a letter to him 
straig^ht. 

Tier. Let me bear another to his horse; for 
that 's the more capable ^ creature. 

Ach, My mind is troubled, like a fountain stirr'd ; 
And I myself see not the bottom of it. 

[EgemU Achilles and Patroclus. 

Tker. Would the fountain of your mind were 
clear again, that I might water an ass at it ! I had 
rather be a tick in a sheep, than such a valiant 
ignorance. [Exit, 



ACT IV. 

80BNB I. 

Troy. A etreet. 

Enter, at one side, jbitkas, and Servant with a torch ; 
at the other, pabis, dbipbobus, antbnob, diom b- 
DBS, and others, with torches. 

Par, See, ho ! who 's that there ? 

Dei. Tis the lord iEneas. 

JEn. Is the prince there in person ? 
Had I so good occasion to lie long. 
As you, prince Fans, nothing but heavenly business 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 



lateUigsnt. 
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Dio, That 's my mind too. — Good morrow» lord 
iEneas. 

Par. A valiant Qteek, JSneas ; take his hand : 
Witness the process of your speech* wherein 
You told, how Diomed, a whole week by days» 
Did haunt you in the field. 

J?ii. Health to you, valiant sir. 

During all question ^ of the gentle truce ; 
But when I meet you arm'd, as blade defiance. 
As heart can think, or courage execute. 

Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces. 
Our bloods are now in calm ; and, so long, health : 
But when contention and occasion meet. 
By Jove, 1 11 play the hunter for thy life. 
With all my force, pursuit, and policy. 

.Mn, And thon shalt hunt a lion, that will fly 
With his face backward. In humane gentieness^ 
Welcome to Troy ! now, by Anchises' life. 
Welcome, indeed. By Venus' hand, I swear. 
No man alive can love, in such a sort. 
The thing he means to kill, more excellenUy. 

Dio. We sympathise. Jove, let ^neas live. 
If to my sword his fate be not the glory, 
A thousand complete courses of the sun : 
But, in mine emulous honor, let him die. 
With every joint a wound ; and that to-morrow 1 

^n. We know each other well. 



■ Co&remtioiu 
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Dio. We do; and long to know each other 
worse. 

Par. This is the most despiteful gentle greeting. 
The noblest hateful love» that e'er I heard of. — 
What business, lord, so early ? 

^n, I was sent for to the king; but why, I 
know not. 

Par. His purpose meets yoo.^ 'Twas to bring 
this Greek 
To Calchas' house ; and there to render him. 
For the enfreed Antenor, the fiedr Cressid. 
Let 's have your company ; or, if you please. 
Haste there before us. I constantly do think, 
(Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowlege) 
My brother Troilus lodges there to-night : 
Rouse him, and give him note of our i^proach. 
With the whole quality wherefore : I fear. 
We shall be much unwelcome. 

.^k. That I assure you : 

Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 
Than Cressid borne from Troy. 

Par, There is no help : 

The bitter disposition of the time 
Will have it so. On, lord ; we 'U follow you. 

.^n. Good morrow, aU. [Exit, 

Par, And tell me, noble Diomed ; fiedth, tell me 
true. 
Even in the soul of sound good fellowship, — 



* i.e. 



I bring you hit meaning and his orders. 
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Who, in your thoughts, merits £ur Helen best. 
Myself or Menelaus ? 

Dio. Both alike : 

He merits well to haTe her, that doth seek her 
(Not making any scruple of her soilure) 
With such a heU of pain, and world of charge ; 
And you as well to keep her, that defend her 
(Not palating the taste of her dishonor) 
With such a costly loss of wealth and friends : 
He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece ; 
You, like a lecher, out of whorish loins 
Are pleased to breed out your inheritors. 
Both merits poised, each weighs nor leas nor more ; 
But he as he, the heavier for a whore. 

Par. You are too bitter to your countrywoman. 

Dio, She's bitter to her country. Hear me, 
Paris; — 
For every false drop in her bawdy veins 
A (Grecian's life hath sunk ; for every scruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 
A Trojan hath been slain : since she could speak. 
She hath not given so many good words breath. 
As for her Greeks and Trojans suffered death. 

Par, Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do. 
Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy : 
But we in silence hold this virtue well, — 
We 11 not commend what we intend to seU. 
Here lies our way. [Ej^eunt, 
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8CBNB II. 

TTietame. Court before the house of Pandarui. 
Enter troilub and crbssida. 

TVot. Dear, tnmble not yourself; the mom is 
cold. 

Crei, Then, sweet my lord, 1 11 call mine uncle 
down; 
He shall unbolt the gates. 

TVot. Trouble him not ; 

To bed, to bed. Sleep kill those pretty eyes. 
And give as soft attachment to thy senses. 
As infants' empty of all thought ! 

Cre$, Good morrow then. 

JVoi. Pr'ythee now, to bed. 

Cree. Are you aweary of me ? 

TVot. O Cressida ! but that the busy day, 
Waked by the lark, hath roused the ribald ^ crows, 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, 
I would not from thee. 

Cree. Night hath been too brief. 

TVot. Beshrew the witch ! with venomous wights^ 
she stays. 
As tediously as hell ; but flies the grasps of love. 
With wings more momentary-swift than thought. 
You will catch cold, and curse me. 



* Lewd. 

* i. e. vent/Ui, those who prscttte nocturnal sorcery. 

8HAK. X. o 
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Cres. Pr^ythec, tany; — 

You men will nerer tarry. 

foolish Cresnd !— I might have still held off. 
And then yon would have tarried. Hark ! there 's 

one up. 
Pirn, lyoUhin^ What, are all the doors open here ? 
Trot. It is your uncle. 

Enter pawdabus. 

Crti. A pestQence on him! now will he be 
mocking: 

1 shall haye such a life, 

Pan, How now, how now ? how go maidenheads ? 
Here, you maid ! where 's my cousin Cressid ? 
Cres, Go, hang yourself, you naughty mocking 
uncle! 
You bring me to do, and then you flout me too. 

Pan, lo do what? to do what? — ^let her say 
what : what have I brought you to do ? 

Ores, Come, come ; beshrew your heart ! you 'U 
ne'er be good. 
Nor suffer others. 

Pan, Ha, ha! Alas, poor wretch! « poor ca- 
pocchio ! 1 — hast not slept to-night ? would he not, 
a naughty man, let it sleep ? A bugbear take him ! 

[knocking. 
Cre$. Did I not tell you? — ^would he were 
knock'd o' the head ! 



* Aa Italian word signifying a fool. 
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Who 's that at door ? good uncle, go and see. 
My lord, come yon again into my chamber : 
You smile, and mock me, as if I meant naughtUy. 

Troi, Ha! ha! 

Ores, Come, yon are deceived; I think of no 
such thing. [knocking. 

How earnestly they knock ! — ^pray you, come in : 
I would not for half Troy have you seen here. 

[Eseunt Troilu» and Cressida. 

Pan. [going to the door."] Who 's there ? what 's 
the matter ? Will you beat down the door ? How 
now ? what 's the matter ? 

Enter jbnsas. 

JSn. Qood morrow, lord, good morrow. 

Pan. Who's there? my lord iEneas? By my 
troth, I knew you not. What news with you so 
early? 

j^n. Is not prince Troilus here ? 

Pan. Here I what should he do here ? 

JEn. Come, he is here, my lord; do not deny 
him : it doth import him much to speak with me. 

Pan. Is he here, say you ? 'tis more than I know, 
1 11 be sworn. For my own part, I came in late. 
What should he do here ? 

j£n. Who! — ^nay, then. — Come, come, you'll 
do him wrong ere you are 'ware : you 'U be so true 
to him, to be false to him. Do not you know of 
him, but yet go fetch him hither ; go. 
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As Pandarus is going out, enter tkoilus. 

TVot. How now ? what 's the matter ? 

2En. My lord, I scarce have leisure to salute you* 
My matter is so rash.^ There is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 
The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliyer'd to us ; and for him forthwith, 
Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour. 
We must give up to Diomedes' hand 
The lady Cressida. 

TVot. Is it so concluded ? 

2En, By Priam, and the general state of IVoy : 
They are at hand, and ready to effect it. 

TVot. How my achievements mock me ! 
I will go meet them : and, my lord iEneas, 
We met by chance ; you did not find me here. 

JSn. Good, good, my lord ; the secrets of nature 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. 

[Exeunt TroUus and JBneas, 

Pan. Is 't possible ? no sooner got, but lost ? The 
devil take Antenor ! the young prince will go mad. 
A plague upon Antenor ! I would, they had broke 's 
neck! 

Enter crbssioa. 

Ores. How now ? What is the matter ? Who was 
here? 



My bonnoM ii so basty. 
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Pom. Ah, ah! 

Cres. Why sigh you bo profoundly ? where 's my 
lord gone ? 
Tell me, sweet uncle, what 's the matter ? 

Pan, Would I were as deep under the earth, as I 
am above ! 

Cres. O the gods ! — ^what 's the matter ? 

Pan. Pr'ythee, get thee in. Would thou hadst 
ne'er been bom! I knew, thou wouldst be his 
death. — O poor gentleman! — ^A plague upon An- 
tenor! 

Cres. Qood uncle, I beseech you on my knees, 
I beseech you, what 's the matter ? 

Pan. Thou must be gone, wench, thou must be 
gone ; thou art changed for Antenor : thou must to 
thy father, and be gone horn Troilus ; 'twill be his 
death ; 'twill be his bane ; he cannot bear it. 

Cres. O you immortal gods ! — I will not go. 

Pan. Thou must. 

Cres. I will not, uncle : I have forgot my father ; 
( know no touch of consanguinity ; ^ 
No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me. 
As the sweet Troilus. O you gods divine ! 
Make Cressid's name the very crown of falsehood, 
If ever she leave Troilus ! Time, force, and death. 
Do to this body what extremes you can ; 
But the strong base and building of my love 
Is as the very centre of the earth. 



SenM or feeling of relationship. 
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Drawing all things to it. I 'U go in, and weep ; — 
Pan. Do, do. 

Cres, Tear my bright hair, and scratch my praised 
cheeks; 
Crack my dear voice with sobs, and break my heart 
With sounding Troilns. I will not go from Troy. 

lEseunt. 

SCBNB lU. 

The $ame. Before Pandarue* house. 

Enter paris, tboilus, .skbas, dxiphobus, antxnob, 
and DiOMBDss. 

Par. It is great morning ; and the hour prefix'd 
Of her delivery to this valiant Ghreek 
Comes fast upon. Good my brother Troilns, 
Tell you the lady what she is to do. 
And haste her to the purpose. 

TVot. Walk into her house ; 

I '11 bring her to the Grecian presently : 
And to his hand when I deliver her. 
Think it an altar ; and thy brother Troilus 
A priest, there ofiering to it his own heart. [Exit. 

Par, I know what 'tis to love ; 
And would, as I shall pity, I could help ! 
Please you, walk in, my lords. lExeunt^ 
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8CBNX IT. 

The same, A room in Pandarus' house. 
Enter pandarus and cbbssida. 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Ores. Why tell you me of moderation ? 
The grief is fine, f^, perfect, that I taste. 
And violenteth in a sense as strong 
As that which caoseth it. How can 1 moderate it ? 
If I could temporise with my affection. 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate. 
The like allayment could 1 give my grief. 
My loye admits no qualifying dross ; 
No more my grief, in such a precious loss. 

Enter tboilus. 

Pan. Here, here^ here he comes. — ^Ah sweet 
ducks ! 

Ores. O Troilus ! Troilus ! [embracing him. 

Pan, What a pair of spectacles is here ! Let me 

embrace too. ' O heart,' — as the goodly saying 

ia. 

' O heart, O heavy heart. 

Why sigh'st thou without breaking ? ' 
where he answers again, 

' Because thou canst not ease thy smart 
By friendship nor by speaking/ 
There never was a truer rhyme. Let us cast away 
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nothing, for we may live to have need of such a 
vene : we see it, we see it. How now, lambs ? 

TVot. Creasid, I love thee in so strain'd a purity. 
That the bless'd gods (as angry with my fancy. 
More bright in zeal than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their deities) take thee £rom me. 

Cre$. Have the gods envy ? ' 

Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay ; 'tis too plun a case. 

Ores. And is it true, that I must go from Troy ? 

TVot. A hateful truth. 

Ores. What, and from Troilus too ? 

TVot. From Troy and Troilus. 

Cres. Is it possible ? 

TVot. And suddenly ; where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, justles roughly by 
All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents 
Our lock'd embrasures, strangles our dear vows 
Even in the birth of our own laboring breath. 
We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves 
With tiie rude brevity and discharge of one. 
Injurious Time now, with a robber's haste. 
Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how : 
As many farewells as be stars in heaven. 
With distinct breath and consign*d ^ kisses to them. 
He fumbles up into a loose adieu ; 



> Seded. 
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And scantB us with a single fiemiBh'd kiss. 
Distasted with the salt of broken ^ tean. 

JEn, \yDUhin,'\ My lord ! is the lady ready ? 

TVot. Hark! you are call'd. Some say» the 
(Genius so 
Cries ' Come ! ' to him that instantly must die. 
Bid them have patience : she ^all come anon. 

Pan, Where are my tears ? rain, to lay this wind, 
or my heart will be blown up by the root ! 

[Exit Pandarus, 

Ores, I must then to the Greeks ? 

TVot. No remedy. 

Cres, A woful Cressid 'mongst the merry (Greeks ! 
When shall we see again ? 

TVot. Hear me, my love: be thou but true of 
heart, 

Ores, I true ? how now ? what wicked deem ^ is 
this? 

TVot. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly. 
For it is parting from us. 
I speak not, *Be thou true,' as fearing thee; 
For I will throw my glove to Death himself. 
That there 's no maculation * in thy heart : 
But, ' Be thou true,* say 1, to fashion in 
My sequent protestation : be thou true. 
And I will see thee. 

Cre$, O, you shall be exposed, my lord, to 
dangers 



InUmipted. * Surmise. * Spot, taint. 
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An infinite as imminent ! bat 111 be true. 

TVot. And 1 11 grow friend with danger. Wear 
this sleeve. 

Cre$. And you this glove. When shall I see 
you? 

TVot. I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels. 
To give thee nightly visitation. 
But yet, be true. 

Cre9. O heavens ! — ^be true, again ? 

TVot. Hear why I speak it, love : — 
The Grecian youths are full of quality ; ^ 
They 're loving, well composed, with gifts of nature 

flowing. 
And swelling o'er with arts and exercise. 
How novelty may move, and parts with person, 
Alas, a kind of godly jealousy 
(Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin) 
Makes me afeard. 

Ores. O heavens ! you love me not. 

TVot. Die I a villain then ! 
In this I do not call your faith in question. 
So mainly as my merit. I cannot sing. 
Nor heel the high lavolt,^ nor sweeten talk. 
Nor play at subtle games ; Mr virtues all. 
To which the Grecians are most prompt and preg- 
nant: 
But I can tell, that in each grace of these 
There lurks a still and dumb-discoursive devil. 



> Highly aocomplisbed. * An old daoM. 
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That tempts moet cunningly : but be not tempted. 

Ores. Do you think, I will ? 

Trot. No: 
But something may be done, that we will not : 
And sometimes we are devils to ourselves. 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers. 
Presuming on their changeful potency. 

JSn, [trn'Mtn.] Nay, good my lord, 

Trot, Come, kiss ; and let us part. 

Par. [te^Atn.] Brother Troilus ! 

Trot. Good brother, come you hither ; 

And bring iEneas and the Ghrecian with you. 

Ores, My lord, will you be true ? 

Trot. Who, I ? alas, it is my vice, my fault. 
While others fish with craft for great opinion, 
I with great truth catch mere simplicity ; ^ 
Whilst some with cunning gild their copper crowns. 
With truth and plainness I do wear mine bare. 
Fear not my truth ; the moral of my wit 
Is — plain and true ; there 's all the reach of it. 

Enter jwbas, pabis, antskob, dbiphobus, tmd 

DIOMBDBS. 

Welcome, sir Diomed ! Here is the lady. 
Which for Antenor we deliver you : 
At the port,^ lord, 1 11 give her to thy hand. 
And, by the way, possess ' thee what she is. 



> i. e. I by honesty obtain a plain, simple approbation. 
* Gate. * Inform. 
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Entreat lier fur ; and, by my soul, fak Greek, 
If e'er thou stand at mercy of my sword. 
Name Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe 
As Priam is in Ilion. 

Dio. Fair lady Cresaid, 

So please you, save the thanks thb pxiace expects. 
The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek, 
Pleads you fui usage ; and to Diomed 
You shall be mistress, and command him wholly. 

TVot. Grecian, thou dost not use me courteously. 
To shame the zeal of my petition to thee. 
In praising her. I tell thee, lord of Greece, 
She is as far high-soaring o'er thy praises. 
As thou unworthy to be call'd h^ servant. 
I charge thee, use her well, even for my charge ; 
For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not. 
Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard, 
1 11 cut thy throat. 

Dio, O, be not moved, prince Troilus : 

Let me be privileged by my place and message 
To be a speaker free ; when I am hence, 
1 11 answer to my lust : ^ and know you, lord, 
I 'U nothing do on charge : to her own worth 
She shall be prized ; but that you say — ' Be 't 

so,' 
I '11 speak it in my spirit and honor, — ' No.' 

TVot. Come, to the port. I tell thee, Diomed, 
Thb brave shall oft make thee to hide thy head. 



InclinatioD, will. 
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Lady» give me your hand ; and, as we walk, 
To our own selves bend we our needful talk. 

lEseuiU lYoilus, Cressida, and Diomed, 
Itrmty^et heard. 

Par, Hark ! Hector's trumpet. 

.^£^. How have we spent this morning ! 

The prince must think me tardy and remiss. 
That swore to ride before. him to the field. 

Par. 'Us Troilus' fault. Come, come, to field 
with him* 

Dei. Let us make ready straight. 

JEn, Yea, with a bridegroom's fresh alacrity. 
Let us address ^ to tend on Hector's heels. 
The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 
On his fair worth and single chivalry. ^Exeunt. 

SCXKB v. 

The Grecian camp. Lists set out. 
Enter ajax, armed; aoambmnok, achillbs, patbo- 

CLUS, MBNBLAUS, ULTS8B8, NB8T0B, and Others. 

Aga. Here art thou in appcuntment* fresh and 
fedr. 
Anticipating time with starting courage. 
Give with Uiy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax ; that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant, 
And hale him hither. 



* Oet ready. * Preparation. 
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^'ojr. Thou, trampet, there '» my purae. 

Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen pipe. 
Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias cheek 
Outswell the colic of puff 'd Aquilon : 
Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout 

blood; 
Thou bloVst for Hector. [trumpet sounds. 

Ulys. No trumpet answers. 

Ach. 'Tis but early days. 

Aga. Is not yon Diomed, with Calchas' daughter ? 

Uhfs, 'Tis he ; I ken the manner of his gait ; 
He rises on the toe : that spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 

Enter diomsdbs, with crsssida. 

Aga, Is this the lady Cressid ? 

Dio, Even she. 

Aga, Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, sweet 
lady. 

Nes, Our general doth salute you with a kiss. 

XJlys. Yet is the kindness but particular : 
Twere better, she were kiss'd in general. 

Nes» And very courtly counsel : I H begin. — 
So much for Nestor. 

Ach. I IL take that winter £rom your lips, fair 
lady. 
Achilles bids you welcome. 

Men. I had good argument for kissing once. 

Pat, But that *s no argument for kissing now : 
For thus popp'd Paris in his hardiment ; 
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And parted thoB you and your argument. 

Ulys. O deadly gall, and theme of all our scorns ! 
For which we lose our heads, to gild his horns. 

Pat. The first was Menelaus' lost ; this, mine. 
PatrocluB kisses you. 

Men, O, this is trim ! 

Pat, Paris and I loss evermore for him. 

Men, I 'U have my kiss, sir. Lady, by your 
leave. 

Ores. In kissing, do you render or receive ? 

Pai. Both take and give. 

Ores. 1 11 make my match to live : ^ 

The kiss you take is better than you give ; 
Therefore no kiss. 

Men. I '11 give you boot ; 1 11 give you three for 
one. 

Cre$. You're an odd man; g^ve even, or give 
none. 

Men. An odd man, lady ? every man is odd. 

Cree. No» Paris is not ; for, you know, 'tis true. 
That you are odd, and he is even with you. 

Men. You fillip me o' the head. 

Cre$. No, 1 11 be sworn. 

Ufyi. It were no match, your nail against his 
horn. 
May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you ? 

Ores. You may. 

Uly$. I do desire it. 



> L •• I will make such bargains as may yiold me profit. 
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Ores. Why, beg then. 

Ulys. Why then, for VenoB* sake, give me a Idat, 
When Helen is a maid again, and hb. 

Oet. I am your debtor ; claim it when 'tis dne. 

Uhf$. Never 's my day, and then a kiss of you. 

Dto. Lady, a word : 1 11 bring yon to yonr 
father. [Dunned letidi out Cressida. 

Ne9» A woman of qnidc sense. 

Ufys. Fie, fid upon her ! 

There 's language in her eye, her chedt, her lip. 
Nay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive ^ of her body^ 
O, these encounterers, so glib of tongue. 
That g^ve a coasting < welcome ere it comes. 
And wide unclasp tlie tables of their thoughts 
To every ticklish reader ! set them down 
For sluttish spoils of opportunity. 
And daughters of the game. [trwnpet withiM. 

AH. The Trojans' trumpet. 

AgM. Yonder comes the troOp. 

Enter hectob, armed: jbkbas, troilus, and other 
Trojans, with Attendants. 

JEn, Hail, aU the state of Ghreece ! what shall be 
done 

To him that victory commands ? Or do you pur- 
pose, 

A victor shall be known ? Will you, the knights 



> Motion. * Coocilimtofy. 
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Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Pursue each other ; or shall they he divided 
By any voice or order of the field ? 
Hector hade ask. 

Aga. Which way would Hector have it ? 

JEn. He cares not ; he '11 ohey conditions. 

Ach. 'Tls done like Hector ; hut securely done, 
A little proudly, and great deal misprising ^ 
The knight opposed. 

JEn, If not Achilles, sir. 

What is your name ? 

Ach. If not Achilles, nothing. 

JEn. Therefore Achilles: but, whate'er, know 
this; — 
In the extremity of great and little. 
Valor and pride excel themselves in Hector : 
The one almost as infinite as all, 
The other hlank as nothing. Weigh him well, 
And that, which looks like pride, is courtesy. 
This Ajax is half made of Hector's blood ; 
In love whereof, half Hector stays at home ; 
Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to seek 
This blended knight, half Trojan and half Greek. 

Ach, A maiden battle then ? — O, I perceive yon. 

Re-enter diombdbs. 

Aga. Here is sir Diomed. Go, gentle knight. 
Stand by our Ajax : as you and lord iEneas 



Treating with contempt. 
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Consent upon the order of their fight. 

So be it ; either to the uttermost. 

Or else a breath : ^ the combatants being kin, 

Half stints their strife before their strokes begin. 

[/{fax and Hector enter the liste. 

Ulye, They are opposed already. 

Aga, What Trojan is that same that looks so 
heavy? 

Ulys. The youngest son of Priam, a true knight ; 
Not yet mature, yet matchless ; firm of word ; 
Speaking in deeds, and deedless in his tongue ; 
Not soon provoked, nor» being provoked, soon 

calm'd : 
His heart and hand both open, and both free ; 
For what he has, he gives ; what thinks, he shows ; 
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty. 
Nor dignifies an impair thought ^ with breath : 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous ; 
For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes ^ 
To tender objects ; but he, in heat of action, 
Is more vindicative than jealous love. 
They call him Troilus ; and on him erect 
A second hope, as fairly built as Hector. 
Thus says ^neas ; one that knows the youth 
Even to his inches ; and, with private soul. 
Did in great Uion thus translate him to me.^ 

[Alarum, Hector and Ajax fight. 



* A breathing, a slight exercise of arms. 

> A thought unsuitable to the dignity of his character. 

* Yields, gives way. « Explain his character. 
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Aga, They are in action. 

Nes, Now, Ajax, hold thine own ! 

Trot. Hector, thou sleep'st : 

Awake thee ! 

Aga, His blows are well disposed : — there, Ajax ! 

Dio. You must no more. \trtimpet8 cease, 

^n. Princes, enough, so please you. 

Ajax. I am not warm yet ; let us fight again. 

Dio. As Hector pleases. 

Hec. Why then, will I no more. 

Thou art, great lord, my £ftther's sister's son, 
A cousin-german to great Priam's seed : 
The obligation of our blood forbids 
A gory emulation 'twixt us twain. 
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so. 
That thou couldst say — ' This hand is Oredan all. 
And this is IVojan ; the sinews of this leg 
All Oreek, and this all Troy ; my mother's blood 
Runs on the dexter cheek, and this sinister 
Bounds-in my father's ; ' — ^by Jove multipotent. 
Thou shouldst not bear from me a Ghreekish member. 
Wherein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud : but the just gods gainsay. 
That any drop thou borrow'st from thy mother. 
My sacred aunt, should by my mortal sword 
Be drain'd ! Let me embrace thee, Ajax. 
By him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms ; 
Hector would have them fall upon him thus. 
Ck>u8in, all honor to thee I 

Ajax. I thank thee. Hector : 

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man. 
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I came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence 
A great addition ^ earned in thy death. 

Hec. Not Neoptolemus « so mirable * 
(On whose bright crest Fame with her loud'st O yes 
Cries, ' This is he ! ') could promise to himself 
A thought of added honor torn from Hector. 

JSn, There is expectance here from both the 
sides. 
What farther you will do. 

Hec, We '11 answer it ; 

The issue is embracement. Ajax, fEurewell. 

Ajax, If I might in entreaties find success, 
(As seld ^ I have the chance) I would desire 
My famous cousin to our Ghrecian tents. 

Dio, Tis Agamemnon's wish ; and great Achilles 
Doth long to see unarm'd the valiant Hector. 

Hec. iEneas, call my brother Troilus to me. 
And signify this loving interview 
To the expecters of our Trojan part. 
Desire them home. GKve me thy hand, my cousin ; 
I will go eat with thee, and see your knights. 

Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 

Hec. The worthiest of them tell me name by 
name; 
But for AchiUes, my own searching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly size. 

Aga. Worthy of arms ! as welcome as to one 



» TiUe. 

> Onr anthor here probably means AchiUes. 

* Admirable. ^ Seldom. 
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That would be rid of such an enemy ; 

But that 's no welcome. Understand more clear. 

What 's past, and what 's to come, is strew'd with 

husks 
And formless ruin of oblivion ; 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing. 
Bids thee, with most divine integrity. 
From heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome. 

Hec. I thank thee, most imperious ^ Agamemnon. 

Aga, My well-famed lord of Troy, no less to you. 

[to Troilus. 

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's 
greeting : — 
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 

Hec, Whom must we answer ? 

Men. The noble Menelaus. 

Hec, O you, my lord? by Mars his gauntlet, 
thanks! 
Mock not, that I a£Pect the untraded oath.^ 
Your quondam wife swears still by Venus' glove : 
She 's well, but bade me not commend her to you. 

Men. Name her not now, sir ; she 's a deadly 
theme. 

Hec, O, pardon : I ofiend. 

Nes, I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft. 
Laboring for destiny,^ make cruel way 



1 Imperial. 

> A singalar oath, not in common ase. 

* i. e. the Ticegerent of Fate. 
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Through ranks of Ghreekish youth ; and I have seen 

thee, 
As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed. 
Despising many forfeits and subduements. 
When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i' the 

air. 
Not letting it decline on the declined ; ^ 
That I have said to some my standers-by, 
' Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life : ' 
And I have seen thee pause, and take thy breath. 
When that a ring of Greeks have hemm'd thee in, 
like an Olympian wrestling. This have I seen ; 
But this thy countenance, still lock'd in steel, 
I never saw till now. I knew thy grandsire.^ 
And once fought with him : he was a soldier good ; 
But, by great Mars, the captain of us all. 
Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee ; 
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 

jEn. 'Tis the old Nestor. 

Hec. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle. 
That hast so long walk'd hand in hand with time. 
Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee. 

Nes, I would, my arms could match thee in con- 
tention. 
As they contend with thee in courtesy. 

Hec. I would they could. 

Nes. Ha! 
By this white beard, I 'd fight with thee to-morrow. 



1 Fallen. > Laomedon. 



Digitized by 



Google 



8CSNB y. TR0ILU8 AND CRBSSIDA. 119 

Well, welcome, welcome ! I have seen the time 

Ulys. I wonder now how yonder city stands, 
When we have here her base and pillar by ns. 

Hec. 1 know your favor, lord Ulysses, well. 
Ah, sir, there 's many a Ghreek and Trojan dead. 
Since first I saw yourself and Diomed 
In Ilion, on your Greekish embassy. 

Ulyi. Sir, I foretold you then what would ensue : 
My prophecy b but half his journey yet ; 
For yonder walls, that pertly front your town. 
Yon towers, whose wanton tops do buss the clouds. 
Must kiss their own feet. 

Hec, I must not believe you : 

There they stand yet ; and modestly I think. 
The fell of every Phrygian stone will cost 
A drop of Ghrecian blood. The end crowns all ; 
And that old common arbitrator. Time, 
Will one day end it. 

Ulys. So to him we leave it. 

Most gentle, and most valiant Hector, welcome : 
After the general, I beseech you next 
To feast with me, and see me at my tent. 

Ach. I shall forestall thee, lord Ulysses, thou ! — 
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee ; 
I have with exact view perused thee. Hector, 
And quoted ^ joint by joint. 

Hec. Is this Achilles ? 

Ach, I am Achilles. 



1 Observed. 
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Hec, Stand fair, I pray thee: let me look on 
thee. 

Ach. Behold thy fill. 

Hec, Nay, I haTe done already. 

Ach. Thou art too hrief : I will the second time. 
As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 

Hec. O, like a book of sport thou 'It read me 
o'er: 
But there 's more in me than thou understand'st. 
Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eye ? 

Ach. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his 
body 
Shall I destroy him? whether there, there, or 

there? 
That I may give the local wound a name ; 
And make distinct the very breach, whereout 
Hector's great spirit fiew. Answer me, heavens ! 

Hec. It would discredit the bless'd gods, proud 
man, 
To answer such a question. Stand again. 
Think'st thon to catch my life so pleasantly. 
As to prenominate ^ in nice conjecture. 
Where thon wilt hit me dead ? 

Ach, I tell thee, yea. 

Hec. Wert thou an oracle to tell me so, 
I 'd not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee well ; 
For I *11 not kill thee there, nor there, nor there ; 
But, by the forge that stithied < Mars his helm. 



> Foreoave. ' A smith's shop is called a stitbj. 
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1 11 kill thee every where, yea, o'er and o'er. 
You wi8est Gh^ciaiLB, pardon me this hrag ; 
His insolence draws folly from my lips ; 
But I '11 endeavor deeds to match these words. 
Or may I never 

Ajax, Do not chafe thee, cousin ; — 

And you, Achilles, let these threats alone, 
1111 accident, or purpose, bring you to 't. 
You may have every day enough of Hector, 
If you have stomach : the general state, I fear. 
Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him. 

Hec, I pray you, let us see you in the field ; 
We have had pelting * wars, since you refused 
The Ghrecians' cause. 

Ach, Dost thou entreat me. Hector ? 

To-morrow, do I meet thee, fell as death ; 
To-night, all friends. 

Hec, Thy hand upon that match. 

Aga. First, all you peers of Greece, go to my 
tent; 
There in the full convive * we : afterwards. 
As Hector's leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together, severally entreat him. 
Beat loud the tabounnes ; ' let the trumpets blow, 
That this great soldier may his welcome know. 

\ExewKt all but Troilus and Ulysses. 

Trot. My lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you. 



Petty. > Feast. * Small drums. 
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In what place of the field doth Calchas keep ? 

Ulys. At MenelauB* tent, most princely Troilos : 
There Diomed doth feast with him to-night ; 
Who neither looks upon the heaven nor earth. 
Bat gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Cressid. 

TVot. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you so 
much. 
After we part from Agamemnon's tent. 
To bring me thither ? 

Ulys. You shall command me, sir. 

As gentle tell me, of what honor was 
This Cressida in Troy. Had she no lover there, 
That wails her absence ? 

TVot. O, sir, to such as boasting show their 
scars, 
A mock is due. \^^ you walk on, my lord ? 
She was beloved, she loved ; she is, and doth : 
But, still, sweet love is food for fortune's tooth. 

lExeunt. 

ACT V. 

SCBNB I. 

The Grecian amp. Before Achilles' tent. 

Enter achillbs and patroclus. 

Ach. I '11 heat his blood with Greekish wine to- 
night. 
Which with my scimitar I *11 cool to-morrow. 
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Patrodus, let us feast bim to the height. 
Pat. Here comes Thersites. 



Enter thbrsitbs. 

Ach, How now, thou core of envy ? 

Thou crusty batch of nature, what 's the news ? 

Ther. Why, thou picture of what thou seemest, 
and idol of idiot- worshippers, here 's a letter for thee. 

Ach. From whence, fragment ? 

Ther. Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy. 

Pat. Who keeps the tent now ? 

Ther. The surgeon's box or the patient's wound. 

Pat. Well said. Adversity ! ^ and what need these 
tricks? 

Ther. Pr'ythee be silent, boy ; I profit not by thy 
talk : thou art thought to be Achilles' male yarlet. 

Pat. Male yarlet, you rogue ? what *8 that ? 

Ther. Why, his masculine whore. Now the 
rotten diseases of the south, the guts-griping, rup- 
tures, catarrhs, loads o' gravel i' the back, leth- 
argies, cold palsies, raw eyes, dirt-rotten livers, 
wheezing lungs, bladders full of imposthume, scia- 
ticas, limekilns i'the palm, incurable bone-ache, 
and the rivelled fee-simple of the tetter, take and 
take again such preposterous discoveries ! 

Pat. Why, thou danmable box of envy, thou, 
what meanest thou to curse thus ? 

Ther. Do I curse thee ? 



Contrtriety. 
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Pat. Why, no, you roinouB butt ; you whoreson 
indisting^shable cor, no. 

Ther. No? why art thou then exasperate, thou 
idle immaterial akein of sleive^ silk, thou green 
sarcenet flap for a sore eye, thou tassel of a prodigal's 
purse, thou ? Ah, how the poor world is pestered 
with such water-flies ; diminutiyes of nature ! 

Pat. Out, gall ! 

Ther. Finch egg! 

Ach. My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpose in to-morrow's battle. 
Here is a letter from queen Hecuba ; 
A token from her daughter, my fair love ; 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 
An oath that I have sworn : I will not break it. 
Fall, Ghreeks ; fail, fame ; honor, or go or stay ; 
My major vow lies here ; this 1 11 obey. 
Ck>me, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent ; 
This night in banqueting must all be spent. 
Away, Patroclus. lExeunt Achilles and Patroclus. 

Ther. With too much blood, and too little brain, 
these two may run mad ; but if with too much brain, 
and too little blood, they do. Ill be a curer of 
madmen. Here 's Agamemnon,— an honest feUow 
enough, and one that loves quails ; but he has not 
so much brain as ear-wax : and the goodly trans- 
formation of Jupiter there, his brother, the bull, — 
the primitive statue, and oblique memorial of 



Coarse, imwrought. 
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cuckolds;^ a thrifty shoeing-hom in a chain, 
hanging at his brother's leg; — to what form, but 
that he is, should wit larded with malice, and malice 
forced < with wit, turn him to? To an ass were 
nothing ; he is both ass and ox : to an ox were 
nothing ; he is both ox and ass. To be a dog, a 
mule, a cat, a fitchew,^ a toad, a lizard, an owl, a 
puttock,^ or a herring without a roe, I would not 
care ; but to be Menelaus, — I would conspire against 
destiny. Ask me not what I would be, if I were 
not Thersites; for I care not to be the louse of a 
lazar,^ so I were not Menelaus. Hey-day ! spirits 
and fires! 

Enter bbctob, tboilus, ajaz, AaAMBMNON, ultsses, 

NESTOK, MENELAUS, Ond DIOMEDES, Wttk lights, 

Aga, We go wrong, we go wrong. 
Ajas, No, yonder 'tis ; 

There, where we see the lights. 
Hec. I trouble you, 

Ajax, No, not a whit. 
Ulys. Here comes himself to guide you. 

Enter achilles. 

Ach, Welcome, brave Hector; welcome, princes 
aU. 



1 i. e. Menelaus. ' Staffed. * A polecat. 

* A boxsaid. * A disesMd beggar. 
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Aga. So now» fedr prince of Troy, I bid good 
night. 
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. 

Hec. Thanks, and good night, to the Qreeks' 

general. 
Men. Good night, my lord. 
Hec, Good night, sweet lord Menelaus. 
Ther, Sweet draught! Sweet, quoth 'a! sweet 
sink, sweet sewer. 
Ach. Gk>od night, at once, and welcome, both to 
those 
That go or tarry. 

Aga, Good night. [ExeufU Aga, and Men, 

Ach, Old Nestor tarries ; and you too, Diomed, 
Keep Hector company an hour or two. 

Dio, I cannot, lord ; I have important business. 
The tide whereof is now. Good night, great 
Hector. 
Hec, Giye me your hand. 

XJlya, Follow his torch ; he goes 

Tq Calchas' tent : I 'U keep you company. 

[aside to IVoilus. 
Trot. Sweet sir, you honor me. 
Hec, And so good night. 

[Exit Diomed; Ulyssee and Troilus following , 
Ach, Ck>me, come, enter my tent. 

[Exeunt Achillea, Hector, Ajax, and Nestor, 

Ther, That same Diomed 's a false-hearted rogue, 

a most unjust Imaye : I will no more trust him 

when he leers, than I will a serpent when he hisses : 

he will spend his mouth, and promise, like Brabler 
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the hound; but when he performs, astronomers 
foretell it ; it is prodigious ; ^ there will come some 
change : the sun borrows of the moon, when Diomed 
keeps his word. I will rather leave to see Hector, 
than not to dog him : they say, he keeps a Trojan 
drab, and uses the traitor Calchas' tent. 1 11 after. 
Nothing but lechery ! all incontinent varlets ! 

SCBNB II. 

The same. Before Calchas* tent. 

Enter diombdbs. 

Dio. What are you up here, ho ? speak. 
Cal. [iwVAm.] Who calls ? 
Dio, Diomed. — Calchas, I think. — Where 's your 
daughter? 

Cal. [within.'] She comes to you. 

Enter tboilus and ultbsbs, at a distance; after 

them THBBSITBS. 

Ulys. Stand where the torch may not discover us. 

Enter cbbssida. 

TVot. Cressid comes forth to him ! 

Dio. How now, my charge ? 



Portentoui, ominoai. 
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Cre8. Now, my sweet guardian ! — ^Hark ! a word 
with yoa. lyohispera, 

Troi. Yea, so familiar ! 

Ulys. She will sing any man at first sight. 

Ther. And any man may sing her, if he can take 
her cliff: ^ she 's noted. 

Dio. Will yon remember ? 

Cre8, Remember? yes. 

Dio. Nay, but do then; and let your mind be 
coupled with your words. 

Troi. What should she remember ? 

U7y#. list! 

Cre8, Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to 
foUy. 

Ther. Roguery! 

Dio. Nay, then, 

Cres. 1 11 tell you what :— 

Dio, Pho! pho! come, tell a pin: you are for- 
sworn. 

Cre8, In faith, I cannot : what would you have 
me do? 

Ther, A juggling trick, to be — secretly open. 

Dio. What did you swear you would bestow on me ? 

Cres. I pr*ythee, do not hold me to mine oath : 
Bid me do any thing but that, sweet Ghreek. 

Dio, Good night. 

Troi, Hold, patience ! 

Ubf9, How now, Trojan ? 



Key 
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Cres, Diomed, 

Dio. No, no, good night : I 'U be yoar fool no 
more. 

TVot. Thy better must. 

Cres, Hark, one word in your ear. 

TVot. O plague and madness ! 

IJlya. You are moved, prince: let us depart, I 
pray you. 
Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself 
To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous ; 
The time right deadly ; I beseech you, go. 

TVot. Behold, I pray.you ! 

Ulya, Now, good my lord, go off: 

You flow to great destruction ; come, my lord. 

JVot. I pr'ythee, stay. 

Ulys. You have not patience ; come. 

TVot. I pray you, stay ; by hell, and all hell's tor- 
ments, 
I will not speak a word. 

Dto. And so, good night. 

CVe#. Nay, but you part in anger. 

TVot. Doth that grieve thee ? 

wither'd truth ! 

Uly9, Why, how now, lord ? 

TVot. By Jove, 

1 will be patient. 

Cre8. Guardian ! — ^why, Greek ! 

Dto. Pho, pho ! adieu ; you palter.^ 



* Shaffle, behav^e with duplicity. 

•RAE. X. 
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Ores. In faith, I do not: come hither once 
again. 

Uly9. You shake, my lord, at something: will 
you go? 
You will break out. 

Troi, She strokes his cheek ! 

Ulys, Come, come. 

Troi. Nay, stay; by Jove, I will not speak a 
word: 
There is between my will and all offences 
A guard of patience : — stay a little while. 

Ther. How the devil luxury, with his fat rump 
and potatoe finger, tickles these together ! Fry, le- 
chery, fry ! 

Dio. But will you then ? 

Ores, In faith, I will, la ; never trust me else. 

Dio, (Hve me some token for the surety of it. 

Cres. I 'U fetch you one. [Esit. 

Ulys, You have sworn patience. 

Troi. Fear me not, my lord ; 

I will not be myself, nor have cognition ^ 
Of what I feel : I am all patience. 

Re-enter crbssida. 

Ther. Now the pledge ; now, now, now ! 

Cres. Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve. 

Troi, O beauty ! idiere 's thy faith ? 

Ulys. My lord, 



Knowlege. 
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Trot* I will be patient ; outwardly I will. 

Ores, You look upon that sleeve; behold it 
welL — 
He loved me — O fialse wench ! — GKve 't me again. 

Dio. Whose was 't ? 

Cres, It is no matter, now I have 't again. 

I will not meet with you to-morrow night : 
I pr'ythee, Diomed, visit me no more. 

Ther. Now she sharpens. Well said, whetstone! 

Dio, I shall have it. 

Crea. What, this ? 

Dio. Ay, that. 

Cres. O, all you gods ! — O pretty, pretty pledge ! 
Thy master now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee and me ; and sighs, and takes my glove, 
And gives memorial dainty kisses to it. 
As I kiss thee. Nay, do not snatch it from me : 
He, that takes that, must take my heart withal. 

Dio. I had your heart before ; this follows it. 

TVoi. I did swear patience. 

Cres. You shall not have it, Diomed ; faith, you 
shall not: 
1 11 give you something else. 

Dio. I will have this : whose was it ? 

Cres. 'Tis no matter. 

Dio, Come, tell me whose it was. 

Cres. 'Twas one's that loved me better than you 
will: 
But, now you have it, take it. 

Dio. ^ Whose was it ? 
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Cre8, By all Diana's waiting-woinen yonder,^ 
And by herself, I will not tell you whose. 

Dio. To-morrow will I wear it on my helm ; 
And grieve his spirit, that dares not challenge it. 

TVot. Wert thou the devil, and worest it on thy 
horn. 
It should be challenged. 

Cres. Well, well, 'tis done, 'tis past ;— and yet if 
is not : 
I will not keep my word. 

Dio. Why then, ftureweli : 

Thou never shalt mock Diomed again. 

Cres. You shall not go. One cannot speak a 
word. 
But it straight starts you. 

Dio. I do not like this fooling. 

Ther. Nor I, by Pluto : but that that likes not 
you, pleases me best. 

Dio. What, shall I come ? the hour ? 

Cres. Ay, come. — O Jove ! — 

Do come. — I shall be plagued. 

Dio. Farewell till then. 

Cres. Good night. I pr'ythee, come. 

lEjcit Diomedes. 
Troilus, furewell ! one eye yet looks on thee ; 
But with my heart the other eye doth see. 
Ah ! poor our sex ! this fault in us I find ; 
The error of our eye directs our mind : 



i. e. the stars. 
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What error leads, must err : O, then conclade. 
Minds, sway'd by eyes, are full of turpitude. 

lE^nt Cressida. 

Tker, A proof of strength she could not publish 
more. 
Unless she said, — ' My mind is now tum'd 
whore/ 

Ulys. All 's done, my lord. 

Troi. It is. 

Uhfs. Why stay we then ? 

Troi. To make a recordation ^ to my soul 
Of every syllable that here was spoke. 
But, if I tell how these two did oo-act. 
Shall I not lie in publishing a truth ? 
Sith < yet there is a credence in my heart, 
An esperance so obstinately strong. 
That doth invert the attest of eyes and ears ; 
As if those organs had deceptions functions. 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Cressid here ? 

Ulys. I cannot conjure, Trojan. 

Troi, She was not, sure. 

Ulys. Most sure she was. 

Troi. Why, my negation hath no taste of mad* 
ness. 

Ufys. Nor mine, my lord : Cressid was here but 
now. 

Troi. Let it not be believed for * womanhood ! 



> Remembrance. ' Since. ' For the sake of. 
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Think, we had mothers ; do not give advantage 
To stubhom critics,^ apt» without a theme. 
For depravation, to square the general sex 
By Cressid's rule : rather think this not Cressid* 

Ulys, What hath she done, prince, that can soil 
our mothers ? 

TVot. Nothing at all, unless ^at this were she. 

Ther. Will he swagger himself out on's own 
eyes? "^ 

Trot. This she ? no, this is Diomed's Cressida : 
If beauty have a soul, this is not she ; 
If souls guide vows, if vows be sanctimonies. 
If sanctimony be the gods' delight. 
If there be rule in unity itself; — 
This was not she. O madness of discourse. 
That cause sets up with and against itself ! 
Bifold authority ! where reason can revolt 
Without perdition, and loss assume all reason 
Without revolt ; this is, and is not, Cressid ! 
Within my soul there doth commence a fight 
Of this strange nature, that a thing inseparate < 
Divides more wider than the sky and earth ; 
And yet the spacious breadth of this division 
Admits no orifice for a point as subtile 
As Ariachne's broken woof, to enter. 
Instance, O instance I strong as Pluto's gates ; 
Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven. 
Instance, O instance ! strong as heaven itself; 



Cynios. < i e. the plighted troth of lovers. 
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The bonds of heaven are alipp'd, dissolyed, and 

loosed; 
And with another knot, fiye-finger-tied,^ 
The fractions of her faith, orts of her love. 
The fragments, scraps, the bits, and greasy reliqnes 
Of her o*ereaten faith, are bound to Diomed. 

C77y#. May worthy TroUus be half attach'd 
With that which here his passion doth express ? < 

TroL Ay, Greek ; and that shall be divulged well 
In characters as red as Mars his heart 
Inflamed with Venus : never did young man fancy ' 
With so eternal and so fix'd a soul. 
Hark, Ghreek : — as much as I do Cressid love. 
So much by weight hate I her Diomed. 
That sleeve is mine, that he 11 bear on his helm : 
Were it a casque * composed by Vulcan's skill. 
My sword should bite it. Not the dreadful spout. 
Which shipmen do the hurricano call, 
Ck)nstringed ^ in mass by the almighty sun. 
Shall dizzy with more clamor Neptune's ear 
In his descent, than shall my prompted sword 
Falling on Diomed. 

Ther. He '11 tickle it for his concupy.^ 

Trot. O Cressid ! O hlae Cressid ! hlse, false, 
fedse! 
Let all untruths stand by thy stained name, 



1 i. e. a knot tied by gifing her hand to Diomed. 

* Can Troilos really feel, on this occasion, half of what he 
otters? * Lore. * Helmet * Compressed. 

* A cant word formed from concupiscence. 
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And they 11 seem glorious. 

XJiya, O, contain jonnelf : 

Your passion draws can hither. 

Enter jutbas. 

JEn. I haTC been seeking you this hour, my lord : 
Hector, by this, is arming him in Troy ; 
Ajax, your guard, stays to conduct you home. 

TVot. Have with you, prince. My courteous 
lord, adieu ! — 
Farewell, revolted fair ! — and, Diomed, 
Stand hat, and wear a castle on thy head ! 

Ulys, I '11 bring you to the gates. 

TVot. Accept distracted thanks. 

[Exeunt Troilus, ^neas, and Ulyssee. 

Ther, Would, I could meet that rogue Diomed ! 
I would croak like a raven ; I would bode, I would 
bode. Patrodus will give me any thing for the in- 
telligence of this whore: the parrot will not do 
more for an almond than he for a commodious drab. 
Lechery, lechery ; still, wars and lechery ; nothing 
else hdds fashion : a burning devil take them ! 

[Exit. 

SCBNB III. 

Troy. Before Priam's palace. 

Enter hbctor and andromachb. 

And. When was my lord so much ungently tem- 
per'd. 
To stop his ears against admonishment ? 
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Unarm, unann, and do not fight to-day. 

Hec, You train me to offend you ; get you in. 
By all the everlasting gods, 1 11 go. 

And. My dreams will, sure, prove ominous to the 
day. 

Hec, No more, I say. 

Enter cassandra. 

Cow. Where is my brother Hector ? 

And, Here, sister ; arm'd, and bloody in intent : 
Consort with me in loud and dear petition ; 
Pursue we him on knees ; for I have dream'd 
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of 
slaughter. 

Cow. O 'tb true. 

Hec, Ho ! bid my trumpet sound ! 

Cos. No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet 
brother. 

Hec. Begone, I say: the gods have heard me 
swear. 

Cku, The gods are deaf to hot and peevish ^ vows ; 
They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 

And, O ! be persuaded : do not count it holy 
To hurt by being just : it is as lawful. 
For we would give much, to use violent thefts. 
And rob in the behalf of charity. 



1 Foolish. 
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Cos, It 10 the purpose that makes strong the 
▼ow ; 
But vows, to every purpose, must not hold. 
Unarm, sweet Hector. 

Hec, Hold you still, I say : 

Mine honor keeps the weather of my fate. 
Life every man holds dear ; but the dear ^ man 
Holds honor far more precious-dear than life. 

Enter teoilus. 

How now, young man ? mean'st thou to fight to- 
day? 
And. Cassandra, call my father to persuade. 

lExit Cassandra, 
Hec, No, fsith, young Troilus; do£f< thy har- 
ness, youdi ; 
I am to-day i' the vein of chivalry : 
Let grow thy sinews till their knots be strong. 
And tempt not yet the brushes of the war. 
Unarm thee, go ; and doubt thou not, brave boy, 
1 11 stand, to-day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

TVot. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you. 
Which better fits a lion than a man. 

Hec, What vice is that, good Troilus ? chide me 

for it. 
Trot, When many times the captive Grecians fall. 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair sword. 
You bid them rise, and live. 



Valuable, brave. * Pat off. 
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Hec. O, 'tis fair play. 

Troi, YooVs play, by heaven. Hector. 

Hec, How now ? how now ? 

Troi. For the love of all the god8, 

I^et '8 leave the hermit pity with our mother8 ; 
And when we have our armour8 buckled on. 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our swords ; 
Spur them to ruthfnl ^ work, rein them from ruth.< 

Hec. Fie, savage, fie ! 

Troi, Hector, th^n 'tis wars. 

Hec. Troilus, I would not have you fight to-day. 

Troi. Who should withhold me ? 
Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ; 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees. 
Their eyes o'ergalled with recourse of tears ; ^ 
Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn. 
Opposed to hinder me, shoidd stop my way. 
But by my ruin. 

Re-enter cassandba, with pbiam. 

Cot. Lay hold upon him» Priam ; hold him fast : 
He is thy crutch : now, if thou lose thy stay. 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee. 
Fall all together. 

Pri. Come, Hector, come, go back : 



* Rnefiil, wofiil. * Meroy. 

' i. e. tears that oontinae to coarse one another down tlie 
£Me. 
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Thy wife hath dream'd ; thy mother hath had vi- 
sions; 
Cassandra doth foresee ; and I myself 
Am like a prophet suddenly enrapt. 
To tell thee — ^that this day is ominous : 
Therefore come back. 

Hec, ^neaa is a-field ; 

And I do stand engaged to many Oreeks, 
Even in the faith of valor, to appear 
This morning to them. 

Pri, Ay, but thou shalt not go. 

Hec» I must not break my faith. 
You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear sir. 
Let me not shame respect ; * but give me leave 
To take that course by your consent and voice. 
Which you do here fortdd me, royal Priam. 
Ca8» O Priam, yield not to him. 
And, Do not, dear father. 

Hec. Andromache, I am offended with you : 
Upon the love you bear me, get you in. 

[Exit Andromache. 
TVot. This foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl 
Makes all these bodements. 

Cos, O farewell, dear Hector. 

Look, how thou diest! look, how thy eye turns 

pale! 
Look« how thy wounds do bleed at many vents ! 



^ i. e. ditgrtce tbe respect I owe yon, by aotiog in op* 
position to your commands. 
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Hark, how Troy roan, how Hecuba cries out ! 
How poor Andromache shrillB her dolors forth ! 
Behold, destruction, frenzy, and amazement, 
like witless antics, one another meet ; 
And all cry— Hector! Hector 's dead ! O Hector! 
2Vof. Away! — away! — 

Cos, Farewell. — Yet, soft: Hector, I take my 
leave. 
Thou dost th3rself and all our Troy deceive. [Esit, 
Hec. You are amazed, my liege, at her exclaim : 
Gk> in, and cheer the town ; we '11 forth, and fight ; 
Do deeds worth praise, and tell you them at night. 
Pri. Farewell. The gods with safety stand about 
thee! 
[JSseunt severally Priam and Hector. Alarums, 
Thn. They are at it ; hark ! Proud Diomed, be- 
lieve, 
I come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve. 

As Troilus is going out, enter, from the other side, 

PAKDARUS. 

Pan. Do you hear, my lord ? do you hear ? 

TVot. What now? 

Pan. Here 's a letter from yon* poor girl. 

Troi. Let me read. 

Pan. A whoreson phthinc, a whoreson rascally 
phthisic so troubles me, and the foolish fortune of 
this girl ; and what one thing, what another, that I 
shall leave you one o' these days: and I have a 
rheum in mine eyes too ; and such an ache in my 
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bones, that, unless a man were coned, I cannot tell 
what to think on 't. — What says she there ? 

TVot. Words, words, mere words ; no matter from 
the heart : [tearing the letter. 

The effect doth operate another way : 
Go, wind, to wind ; there torn and change together. 
My love with words and errors still she feeds ; 
But edifies another with her deeds. 

[Eifeunt severally. 

SCBNB IT. 

Between TVoy and the Grecian camp. 

Alarums. Excursions. Enter thbbsitbs. 

Ther. Now they are dapper-clawing one another, 
I 'U go look on. That dissembling, abominable 
varlet, Diomed, has got that same scurvy, doting, 
foolish young knave's sleeve of Troy there, in his 
helm. I would fain see them meet; that that 
same young Trojan ass, that loves the whore there, 
might send that Ghreekish whoremasterly villain, 
wi^ the sleeve, back to the dissembling luxurious 
drab, of a sleeveless errand. O' the other side, the 
policy of those crafty swearing rascals, — that stale 
old mouse-eaten dry cheese, Nestor ; and that same 
dog-fox, Ulysses, — ^is not proved worth a black- 
berry. They set me up, in policy, that mongrel 
cur, Ajax, against that dog of as bad a kind, 
Achilles ; and now is the cur Ajax prouder than the 
cur Achilles, and will not arm to-day ; whereupon 
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the Ghreciaiifl begin to prodidm barbarism, and 
policy grows into an iU opinion.^ Soft ! here comes 
sleeve, and t' other. 

Enter diombdbs, troilus following. 

TVot. Fly not ; for, shouldst thou take the river 
Styx, 
I would swim after. 

jDio. Thou dost miscall retire : 

I do not fly ; but advantageous care 
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude. 
Have at thee ! 

T'her. Hold thy whore, Ghrecian! — ^now for thy 
whore, Trojan ! — now the sleeve, now the sleeve ! 

lExeunt DroUus and Diomedea, fighting. 

Enter hbctob. 

Hec. What art thou, Ghreek ? art thou for Hector's 
match? 
Art thou of blood and honor? 

T'her. No, no : — ^I am a rascal ; a scurvy ndling 
knave ; a very filthy rogue. 

Hec. I do believe thee : live. [Exit. 

Ther. Gbd-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me; 
but a plague break thy neck, for frighting me! 
What 's become of the wenching rogues ? I think. 



* i. e. begin to wtX up the authority of ignorance, and to 
declare that they will be gorerned no longer by policy. 
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iktj haye swallowed one another: I would langh 
at ^at mirade. Yet, in a sort, lechery eats itself. 
1 11 seek them. lEjni. 

SCBim T. 

The same. 

Enter diombobs and sbbtaht. 

Dio. Qo, go, my servant; take thou Troilus* 
horse: 
Present the ftdr steed to my lady Gressid. 
Fellow, commend my service to her beauty ; 
Tell her, I have chastised the amorous Trojan, 
And am her knight by proof. 

Set. I go, my lord. 

[Exit Servant. 

Enter agambmnon. 

Ago. Renew, renew ! The fierce Polydamus 
Hath beat down Menon : bastard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus prisoner. 

And stands colossus-wise, waving his beam,^ 
Upon the pashed < corses of the kings 
Epistrophus and Cedius : Polixenes is skin ; 
Amphimachus and Thoas deadly hurt ; 
Patrodus ta'en or slain ; and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruised : the dreadful Sagittary 



> Lance. * Bruised, croihed. 
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And foams at mouth ; and he is arm'd, and at it. 

Roaring for Troilus, who hath done to-day 

Mad and fantastic execution ; 

Engaging and redeeming of himself. 

With such a careless force, and forceless care. 

As if that luck, in very spite of cunning. 

Bade him win all. 

Enter ajaz. 

4ituf. Troilus I thou coward Troilus I lEjnt. 

Dio. Ay, there, there. 

Ne9. So, so, we draw together. 

Enter achillbs. 

Ach. Where is this Hector ? 

Come, come, thou boy-queller, show thy face ; 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 
Hector ! where 's Hector ? I will none but Hector. 

lExeunt. 

SCBKB TI. 

Another pari of the field. 

Enter ajax. 

i^'ojr. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, show thy 
head! 

Enter diombobs. 

Dio. Troilus, I say ! where 's TroQus ? 

4jag. What wouldst thou ) 
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Dio. I would correct him. 
4fo£, Were I the general, thou shouldst have my 
office. 
Ere that correction. — ^Troilus, I say ! what, Troilus! 

Enter tboilus. 

Ihn, tndtor Diomed! — turn thy finlae hce, 

thou traitor. 
And pay thy life thou owest me for my horse ! 
Dio, Ha ; art thou there ? 
Ajiut, 1 11 fight with him alone : stand, Diomed. 
Dio, He is my prize ; I will not look upon.^ 
Drai. Come hoth, you cogging^ Ghreeks ; have at 

you both. [E9euMt,yfig\tuig. 

Enter hbotob. 

Uec, Yea, Troilus ? O, well fought, my youngest 
brother! 

Enter achillbs. 

Aeh. Now do I see thee. Ha ! — Have at thee» 
Hector. 

Hec. Pause, if thou wilt. 

Ach, I do disdain thy courtesy, proud Trojan. 
Be happy, that my arms are out of use : 
My rest and negligence befriend thee now : , 



* Be a looker-on. > Lying. 
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But thou anon shalt bear of me again ; 

Till when, go seek thy fortune. IBmU. 

Hec. Fare thee well. 

I would have been much more a fresher man. 
Had I expected thee. How now, my brother ? 

Re-enter tboilus. 

TVot. Ajaz hath ta'en ifineas. Shall it be ? 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven. 
He shall not carry him : ^ I 'U be ta'en too. 
Or bring him off. Fate, hear me what I say ! 
I reck * not though I end my life to-day. lEsit. 

Enter one in eumptwme armour, 

Hec. Stand, stand* thou Ghreek; thou art a 
goodly mark. — 
No ? wilt thou not ? — I like thy armour weU : 
I 'U frush ' it, and unlock the rivets all, 
But 1 11 be master of it. Wilt thou not, beast, 

abide ? 
Why then, fly on ; I 'U hunt thee for thy hide. 

lEseunt. 



1 Prevail over him. * Care. * Break. 
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SCBKB VIZ. 

The same, 

Enter ▲chillb8» with Myrmidons, 

Ach, Come here about me» you my Mynnidons : 
Mark what I say. Attend me where I wheel : 
Strike not a stroke, bat keep yourselyes in breath ; 
And, when I have the bloody HeoUnr found, 
Empale him with your weapons round about : 
In fellest maimer execute ^ your arms. 
Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye : — 
It is decreed — Hector the great must die. \_ExeuiU. 

scsirB viu. 

The same. 

Enter mbnelaus and pabis, fighting ; then 

THBBSITBS. 

l^er. The cuckold and the cuckold-maker are at 
it. Now, bull ! now, dog ! 'Loo, Paris, loo ! now 
my double-henned sparrow ! 'loo, Paris, loo ! The 
bull has the game : — 'ware horns, ho ! 

[Esetmt Paris and Menekme. 

Enter m abgabblok. 
Mar, Turn, slave, and fight. 



Employ. 



Digitized by 



Google 



150 TROILUB AND CftSSSIOA. ACT T. 

Tker. What art thou ? 

Mar. A bastard son of Priam'B. 

I%er. I am a bastard too ; I love bastards : I am 
a bastard begot, bastard instructed, bastard in mind, 
bastard in valor, in every thing illegitimate. One 
bear will not bite another, and wherefore should 
one bastard ? Take heed ; the quarrel 's most omi- 
nous to us : if the son of a whore fight for a whore, 
he tempts judgment. Farewell, bastard. 

Mwr, The devil take thee, eoward ! lE^eetmt. 



SCBITB IX. 

Another part of the field. 

Enter hbctor. 

Hec. Most putrified core, so hk without. 
Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. 
Now is my day's work done ; I 'U take good breath : 
Rest, sword ; thou hast thy fill of blood and death ! 
Ijmti off hie helmet, and hange his shield dehmt 
him. 

Enter achillbs and Myrmidmu, 

Ach, Look, Hector, how the sun begins to set ; 
How ugly night comes breathing at lus heels : 
Even with the vail ^ and darkening of the sun. 
To dose the day up, Hector's life is done. 



Sinkinss 
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Hec> I am nnarm'd ; forego this yantage, Ghreek. 
Ach. Strike, fellowB, strike; this is the man I 
seek. [Hector faU$. 

So, Ilion, fall thou next ! now, Troy, sink down ! 
Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone. 
On, Myrmidons ; and cry you all amain, 
' Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain.' 

\a retreat soundec . 
Hark ! a retreat npon our Grecian part. 

Myr. The Trojan trumpets sound the like, m 

lord. 
Ach, The dragon wing of night o'erspreads the 
earth. 
And, stickler-like,^ the armies separates. 
My half-fiupp'd sword, that frankly would have fed. 
Pleased with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed. 

[sheathet ki$ noord. 
Come, tie his body to my horse's tail : 
Along the field I will the Trojan trail. [Exeunt. 



bcbkA X. 
The same. 

Enter AOAMBlfKOK, ajax, hbnblaus, kbstor, 
DioM BDES, and others, marching. Shouts within. 

Ago, Hark ! hark ! what shout is that ? 



* An arbitrator at athletic games was formerly named a 
stickler* 
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Nes, Peace, drami. 

[mthin.'] Achilles! 

Achilles ! Hector 's slain ! Achilles ! 

Dio. The bruit ^ is — Hector's slain, and by 
Achilles. 

4fax» If it be so, yet bragless let it be : 
Great Hector was as good a man as he. 

Ago, March patiently along. Let one be sent. 
To pray Achilles see us at our tent. 
If in his death the gods have us befnended, 
Ghreat T^oy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended. 

lEseunt, marchmg, 

SCBNB XI. 

Another part of the field. 

Enter anbas and Trojans. 

JEn. Stand, ho! yet are we masters of the 
field: 
Never go home ; here starve we out the night. 

Enter tboilus. 

TVot. Hector is slain. 

All. Hector ? The gods foibid ! 

Trot. He 's dead ; and at the jnurderer's horse's 
tail. 



Report. 
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In beastly sort, dragg'd tliraugh the diameful field. 
Frown on, you heavens; effect your rage with 

speed! 
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy ! 
I say, at once, let your brief pkgues be mercy. 
And linger not our sure destructions on ! 

jEn. My lord, you do discomfort all the host. 

TVot. You understand me not, that tell me so : 
I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death ; 
But dare all imminence, that gods and men 
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone ! 
Who shaU teU Priam so, or Hecuba ? 
Let him, that will a screech-owl aye be call'd, 
GK> in to Troy, and say there — Hector 's dead. 
There is a word will Priam turn to stone ; 
Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives, 
Ck)ld statues of the youth ; and, in a word. 
Scare Troy out of itself. But, march, away : 
Hector is dead; there is no more to say. 
Stay yet. You vile, abominable tents. 
Thus proudly pight ^ upon our Phrygian plains. 
Let Utan rise as early as he dare, 
1 11 through and through you ! And thou, great- 
sized coward! 
No space of earth shall sunder our two hates : 
I 'U haunt thee like a wicked conscience still. 
That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy thoughts. 



1 Pitched, fixed. 
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Strike a free march to Troy : with comfort go ; 
Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe. 

[Exeunt JSneaa tmd Trojamg. 

A$ Tratbu ii gomg out, euter, from tke other side, 

PAKDAaUB. 

Pan, But hear you, hear you I 
TVot. Hence, broker lackey ! ignomy ^ and shame 
Pursue thy life, and liye aye with thy name ! 

lEsit TroUus. 
Pan. A goodly medicine for my aching bones! 
O world ! world ! world ! thus is the poor agent 
despised ! O traitors and bawds, how earnestly are 
you set a' work, and how ill requited ! Why should 
our endeavor be so loved, and the performance so 
loathed ? What verse for it ? what instance for it ? 
Let me see : — 

Full merrily the humble-bee doth sing, 
Till he hath lost his honey and his sting : 
And, being once subdued in armed tail. 
Sweet honey and sweet notes together fidl. 
Good traders in the flesh, set this in your painted 
cloths.^ 

As many as be here of pander's hall. 
Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar^s fall ; 



* For ignominy. 

* i. e. the punted ctnvas, with which your rooBii are 
hung. 
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Or, if you cannot weep» yet give some groans. 
Though not for me, yet for your aching bones. 
Brethren and sisters of the hold-door trade. 
Some two months hence my will shall here be 

made: 
It should be now, but that my fear is this ; — 
Some galled goose of Winchester would hiss. 
Till then 1 11 sweat, and seek about for eases ; 
And, at that time, bequeathe you my diseases. 

[Emt. 
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HISTORICAL NOTICE 

OP 

TIMON OF ATHENS. 



No printed edition anterior to the folio of 1623 has 
yet been discovered of this tragedy, which abounds 
with perplexed, obscare, and corrupt passages. The 
year 1610 is conjectured by Malone as the most proba- 
ble date of its production, while Dr. Drake and Mr. 
Chalmers suppose it to hare been written as early as 
1601 or 1602. 

Shakspeare is thought to have derived some of his 
materials for this drama from the perusal of a novel in 
Painter's Palace of Pleasure, and from a very slight 
notice of Timon in Plutarch's Life of Antony, trans- 
lated by Sir Thomas North. The late celebrated en- 
graver, Mr. Strutt, bad, however, a manuscript play 
on this subject, which appeared to have been written 
or transcribed about the year 1600, in which was a 
scene resembling Timon's feast in the third act of this 
drama ; though, instead of warm water, the guests are 
served with stones painted like artichokes, with which 
they are driven out of the room : which incident our 
author is supposed to have had in mind when he made 
his fourth Lord say, 

One day he gives us diamonds, next day stones. 

In the old play Timon then retires to the woods, 
attended by his faithful steward Laches, who disguises 
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himielf that he may continae his serrices to his master ; 
and in the last act the recluse is followed by his incon- 
stant mistress, Callimela, and others, who had heard 
that he had discovered a treasure in digging ; features 
likewise adopted in the present tragedy, in which, 
however, all these hints have been incomparably im- 
proved and expanded; the original being a very in- 
ferior production, though, from the Greek frequently 
introduced, apparently the work of a scholar. 

* The play of Timon,' says Dr. Johnson, * is a do- 
mestic tragedy, and therefore fastens on the attention 
of the reader. In the plan there is not much art, but 
the incidents are natural, and the characters various 
and exact. The catastrophe affords a very powerful 
warning against that ostentatious liberality, which 
scatters bounty, but confers no benefits; and buys 
flattery, but not fWendthip.' 
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PERSONS REPAESENTED. 



TiMON, a noble Athenian. 

Lucius, -\ 

LuouLLut, > lorda, and ilatteren of Tunon* 

Sbmpronius, 3 

-YsNTiDius, one of Timon's falie friends* 

Apbmantus, a eborlish pbilofeopher. 

Alcibiadbs, an Athenian genaraL 

Flaviui, steward to Timon* 

LuciLxus, ^Timon's lerrants. 

Serviuus, y 

Capbis, *v 

Philotus, i 

TiTut, ^senrants to Timon's creditors. 

Lucius, I 

HORTBNSIUS, J 

Two SXBVANT8 of VaTTO, and the sbbtamt of Isidore ; two oi 

Timon's creditors. 
Cupio and Maskbbs. Thrbb Stramgbbs. 
Post, Paimtbr, Jbwbllbr, and Mxrcbant. 
Old Atbsnian. Pagb. Fool. 

Pbrtnia, 



Tuaitdr'a I ■"•*'••*•• ^ Alcibiades. 



Other Lords, Senators, Officers, Soldiers, Thieves, and 
Attendants. 

Scbmb, Athens ; and the woods adjoining. 
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To an tmtirable and continuate goodneaa. 
He passes.^ 

Jew, I have a jewel here. 

Mer, O, pray, let 'a see 't. For the lord Timon, 

sir? 
Jew. If he will touch the estimate: but, for 

that 

Poet, * When we for recompense have praised 
the vile. 
It stains the glory in that happy verse 
Which aptly sings the good.' 

Mer, Tis a good form. 

[looking at the jewel. 
Jew, And rich : here is a vrater, look yon. 
Paint, Yon are rapt, sir, in some woiic, some 
dedication 
To the great lord. 

Poet. A thing slipp'd idly from me. 

Our poesy is as a gum, which oozes 
From whence 'tis norished. The fire i' the flint 
Shows not, till it be struck : our gentle flame 
Provokes itself, and, like the current, flies 
Bach bound it chafes. What have you there ? 
Paint. A picture, sir. — When comes your book 

forth? 
Poet, Upon the heels of my presentment,* sir. 
Let 's see your piece. 



> Exceeds eommon boandt. 

* i. e. M soon as my book bM been presented to Timon. 
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"D^:^* "T^a • tmn^xA MAMA 
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Infects one comma in the course I hold ; 
But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on. 
Leaving no tract behind. 

Paint, How shall I understand you ? 

Poet, I 'U unbolt > to you. 

You see how all conditions, how all minds 
(As well of glib and slippery creatures, as 
Of grave and austere quality) tender down 
Their services to lord llmon : his large fortune. 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging. 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All sorts of hearts ; yea, from the glass-faced flat- 
terer* 
To Apemantus, that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himself : even he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in peace 
Most rich in Hmon's nod. 

Paint, I saw them speak together. 

Poet. Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant hill, 
Feign'd Fortune to be throned. The base o' the 

mount 
Is rank'd with all deserts,^ all kind of natures. 
That labor on the bosom of this sphere 
To propagate their states : ^ amongst them all. 
Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix'd. 
One do I personate of lord Hmon's frame, 



1 Explain. 

* i. e. one who shows, as hy reflection, the looks of his 
patron. * Covered with all ranks of men. 

^ To improve their conditions of life. 
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More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well. 
To show lord Tlmon, that mean eyes hare seen 
The foot above the head. 

J)ruMpet9 simnd. Enternuov, attended ; the bekvaxt 
of Ventidme talking with him, 

Timon. Imprison'd is he, say you ? 

Ven. Ser. Aj, my good lord : five talents is his 
debt; 
His means most short, his creditors most strait : 
Your honorable letter he desires 
To those have shut him up ; which failing. 
Periods his comfort. 

Timon. Noble Yentidius ! well; 

I am not of that feather, to shake off 
My friend when he must need me. I do know him 
A gentleman, that well deserves a help. 
Which he shall have. I 'U pay the debt, and free 
him. 

Ven, Ser. Your lordship ever binds him. 

Timon. Commend me to him: I will send his 
ransom; 
And, being enfranchised, bid him come to me. 
"Us not enough to help the feeble up. 
But to support him after. Fare you well. 

Ven. Ser. All happiness to your honor ! lEjnt. 

Enter an old athsniak. 

O. Ath. Lord Hmon, hear me speak. 

Tmon. Freely, good father. 



Digitized by 



Google 



8CBNB I. TIMON OF ATHBN8. 169 

O. Aih, Thou hast a servaQt named Ludliua. 

TimoH, I have so : what of him ? 

O. Ath, Most noble Tlmon, call the man before 

thee. 
Tunon. Attends he here, or no ? — Ludlhis ! 

Enter ltjoiuub. 

Lucil. Here, at your lordship's service. 

O. Ath. This fellow here, lord Tlmon, this thy 
creature. 
By night frequents my house. I am a man 
That from my first have been inclined to thrift ; 
And my estate deserves an heir more raised. 
Than one which holds a trencher. 

Timon. Well; what farther? 

O. Ath. One only daughter have I, no kin else. 
On whom I may confer what I have got. 
The maid is fair, o' the youngest for a bride. 
And I have bred her at my dearest cost. 
In qualities of the best. This man of thine 
Attempts her love : I pr'ytiiee, noble lord. 
Join with me to forbid him her resort ; 
Myself have spoke in vain. 

Timon. The man is honest. 

O. Ath. Therefore he will be, Hmon : 
His honesty rewards him in itself; 
It must not bear my daughter. 

Thnon. Does she love him ? 

O. Ath. She is young, and apt : 
Our own precedent passions do instruct us 
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What leyity 'b in youth. 

Titnon. [to LudUua.'] Loye you the maid ? 

LuciL Ay, my good lord ; and she accepts of it. 

O. Ath. If in her marriage my consent be 
missing, 
I call the gods to witness, I will choose 
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world. 
And dispossess her all. 

Tmon. How shall she be endow'd. 

If she be mated with an equal husband ? 

O. Ath, Three talents on the present, in future 
all. 

TimoH. This gentleman of mine hath served me 



To build his fortune, I will strain a little ; 
For 'tis a bond in men. Oive him thy daughter : 
What you bestow, in him I 'U counterpoise. 
And make him weigh with her. 

O. Ath, Most noble lord. 

Pawn me to this your honor, she is his. 

Thnon. My hand to thee; mine honor on my 

promise. 
Lucil, Humbly I thank your lordship. Never 
may 
That state or fortune fall into my keeping. 
Which is not owed to you ! 

lEseunt Lucilius and Old Athenian, 
Poet, Vouchsafe my labor, and long live your 

lordship ! 
Timon. I thank you: you shall hear from me 
anon: 
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GK) not away. What have you there, my friend ? 
Paint, A piece of painting, which I do beseech 
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Mer, No, my good lord ; he speaks the common 
tongae. 
Which all men speak with him. 

Timon, Look, who comes here. Will you be 
chid? 

ElUer APSMAHTUS. 

Jew. We will bear, with your lordship. 

Mer. He 11 qpare none. 

Timon, Gkxxi morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus ! 

Ape. Till I be gentle, stay thou for thy good 
morrow; 
When thou art Hmon's dog, and these knaves 
honest. 

Thnon. Why dost thou call them knaves ? thou 
know'st them not. 

Ape. Are they not Athenians ? 

Timon. Yes. 

Ape. Then I repent not. 

Jew. You know me, Apemantus. 

Ape. Thou knowest, I do : I call'd thee by thy 
name. 

Timon. Thou art proud, Apemantus. 

Ape. Of nothing so much, as that I am not like 
Hmon. 

Timon. Whither art going ? 

Ape. To knock out an honest Athenian's brains. 

Timon. That 's a deed thou 'It die for. 

Ape. Bight, if doing nothing be death by the law. - 

Timon. How likest thou this picture, Apemantus ? 

Ape. The best, for the innocence. 
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Timon, Wrought he not well, that painted it ? 

Ape. He wrought better, that made the painter ; 
and yet he 's but a filthy piece of woric. 

PauU. You are a dog. 

Ape. Thy mother *s of my generation. What 's 
she, if I be a dog ? 

Thnon. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus ? 

Ape. No ; I eat not lords. 

linon. An thou shouldst, thou 'dst anger ladies. 

Ape. O, they eat lords ; so they come by great 
bellies. 

Titnon. That 's a lascivious apprehension. 

Ape. So thou apprehendest it: take it for thy 
labor. 

Timon. How dost thou like this jewel, Ape- 
mantus? 

Ape. Not so well as plain-dealing,^ which will 
not cost a man a doit. 

Timon. What dost thou think 'tis worth ? 

Ape. Not worth my thinking. — ^How now, poet ? 

Poet. How now, philosopher ? 

Ape. Thou liest. 

Poet. Art not one ? 

Ape. Yes. 

Poet. Then I lie not. 

Ape. Art not a poet ? 

Poet. Yes. 



* Alluding to the prorerb— Plain-detling U « jewel, but 
they who uae it die beggara. 
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Ape. Then thoa liest: look in thy last work, 
where thou hast feigned him a worthy fellow. 

Poet. That *% not feigned ; he is so. 

Ape. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee 
for thy labor: he, that loves to be flattered, is 
worthy o' the flatterer. Heavens, that I were a 
lord! 

Tmon. What wonldst do then, Apemantos ? 

Ape. Even as Apemantos does now, hate a lord 
with my heart. 

Tmon. What, thyself? 

Ape. Ay. 

Tmon. Wherefore? 

Ape. That I had no angry wit to be a lord. — 
Art not thou a merchant ? 

Mer. Ay, Apemantos. 

Ape. Traffic confoond thee, if the gods will not ! 

Mer. If traffic do it, the gods do it. 

Ape. Traffic 's thy god, and thy god confound 
thee! 

Trumpets sound. Enter sbrvant. 

Timon. What trumpet 's that ? 

Ser. , 'Tib Alcibiades, and 

Some twenty horse, aU of companionship. 

Tmon. Pray, entertain them ; give them guide to 
us. — lEseunt some Attendants. 

You must needs dine with me. — Go not you hence, 
Till I have thank'd you; and, when dinner 's done. 
Show me this piece. I am joyful of your sights. 
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Enter alcibiaobs, with Ms company. 

Most welcome, air ! [they MohUe. 

Ape. . So, to ; there I — 

Aches contract and starve your supple joints ! 
That there should be small love 'mongst these sweet 

knaves. 
And all this courtesy! The strain^ of man's bred 

out 
Into baboon and monkey. 

AUs. Sir, you have saved my longing, and I feed 
Most hungrily on your sight.' 

Timon, Bight welcome, sir : 

Ere we depart, we 11 share a bounteous time 
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in. 

[Exeunt oil but Apemantue, 

Enter two lobds. 

1 Lard, What time a day is 't, Apemantus ? 
Ape. Time to be honest. 

1 Lord. That time serves still. 

Ape. The most accursed thou, that still omit'st it. 

2 Lard. Thou art going to lord Tlmon's feast. 
Ape. Ay, to see meat fill knaves, and wine heat 

fools. 
2 Lard. Fare thee well, fare thee well. 
Ape. Thou art a fool, to bid me fEurewell twice. 
2 Lord. Why, Apemantus ? 



> Race. 
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Ape. Shouldst have kept one to thyself, for [ 
mean to give thee none. 

1 Lord. Hang thyself. 

Ape. No, I wOl do nothing at thy bidding : make 
thy requests to thy friend. 

2 Lord. Away, unpeaceaUe dog, or I '11 spam 
thee hence. 

Ape. I will fly, like a dog, the heels of the ass. 

[Exit. 

1 Lord. He 's opposite to humanity. Come, shall 

we in. 
And taste lord Tlmon's bounty ? he outgoes 
The very heart of kindness. 

2 Lord. He pours it out : Plutus, the god of gold. 
Is but his steward : no meed,^ but he repays 
Sevenfold above itself; no gift to him. 

But breeds the giver a return exceeding 
All use of quittance.' 

1 Lord. The noblest mind he carries. 
That ever govem'd man. 

2 Lord. Long may he live in fortunes ! Shall we 

in? 
1 Lord. 1 11 keep you company. [Exeunt, 



I DeMTt. 

* All the coitoinary retunis made in discharge of oUi* 
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SCBKB U. 

The same. A room of state in Thnon's house. 

Hautboys playing loud music, A great banquet served 
in, vLAVius and others attending; then enter 

TIMON, ALCIBIADB8, LUCIU8, LUCULLUS, 8BMPBO- 

iriu8, and other Athenian senators, with vbntidius 
and Attendants, Then comes, dropping after all, 
APBMANTU8, discontentedly. 

Ven. Mo8t honor'd Hmon, it hath plea8ed the 
god8 to remember 
M7 father's age, and call him to long peace. 
He i8 gone happy, and has left me rich : 
Then, as in gratefnl virtue I am bound 
To your free heart, I do return those talents. 
Doubled, with thanks and seryice, from whose help 
I derived liberty. 

Ihnon, O, by no means. 

Honest Ventidius ! you mistake my love : 
I gave it freely ever ; and there 's none 
Can truly say, he gives, if he receives. 
If our betters play at that game, we must not dare 
To imitate them : faults that are rich, are fedr. 

Ven, A noble spirit ! 

{they all stand ceremonumsly looking on Timon. 

Timon, Nay, my lords, ceremony 

Was but devised at first, to set a gloss 
On faint deeds, hollow welcomes. 
Recanting goodness, sorry ere 'tis shown : 



Digitized by 



Google 



178 TIMOir OF ATHBire. ACT I. 

But where there is true friendship, there needs 

none. 
Pray, sit ; more welcome are ye to my fortunes 
Than my fortones to me. [they sit, 

1 Lard. My lord, we always have confess'd it. 

Ape. Ho, ho, confess'd it? hang'd it, have yon 
not? 

Tknom, O, Apemantus ! you are welcome. 

Ape. No, 

You shall not make me welcome : 
I come to have thee thrust me out of doors. 

Timon. Fie, thou art a churl; you have got a 
humor there 
Does not become a man ; 'tis much to blame. 
They say, my lords, hrajwror brevk e$t,^ 
But yond' man 's erer angry. 
Oo, let him have a table by himself ; 
For he does neither affect company. 
Nor is he fit for it indeed. 

Ape. Let me stay at thine apperil, Tlmon ; 
I come to observe ; I give thee warning on 't. 

Timon. I take no heed of thee; thou art an 
Athenian; therefore welcome. I myself would 
have no power : pr'ythee, let my meat make thee 
silent. 

Ape. I scorn thy meat : 'twould choke me ; for I 
should 
Ne'er flatter thee. O you gods ! what a number 



Anger is « short madnesi. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ISCBNB II. TIMOH OF ATBBITS. 179 

Of men eat Ilmon, and he sees them not ! 
It grieves me, to see so many dip their meat 
In one man's blood ; ^ and all the madness is. 
He cheers them up too. 

I wonder, men dare trust themselves with men : 
Methinks, they should invite them without knives ; ' 
Good for their meat, and safer for their lives : 
There 's much example for 't. The fellow, that 
Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and 

pledges 
The breath of him in a divided draught. 
Is the readiest man to kill him : it has been proved. 
Ifl 

Were a huge man, I should fear to drink at meals. 
Lest they should spy my windpipe's dangerous 

notes. 
Great men should drink with harness' on their 

throats. 
TimoH, My lord, in heart ; * and let the health go - 

round. 
2 Lord. Let it flow this way, my good lord. 
Ape. Flow this way ! 

A brave fellow ! — ^he keeps his tides well. Tlmon, 
Those healths will make thee and thy state look ilL 
Here 'a that, which is too weak to be a sinner. 



1 In tnusion to t pack of hounds, who are trained to pnraoit 
by the blood of the animal which they kill. 

* It was the cnatom, in our author's time, for every gnest 
to bring his own knife. > Armonr. 

* With sincerity. 
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Honest water, which ne'er left man i' the mire : 
This and my food are equals ; there 's no odds. 
Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the gods. 

APBHAHTUS'S GEACB. 

' Immortal gods, I crave no pelf; 
I pray for no man but myself. 
Grant I may never prove so fond,^ 
To trust man on his oath or bond ; 
Or a harlot for her weeping ; 
Or a dog that seems a sleeping ; 
Or a keeper with my freedom ; 
Or my friends if I should need 'em. 
Amen. So fall to 't : 
Rich men sin, and I eat root.' 

[eats and drinks. 

Much good dich * thy good heart, Apemantus ! 

Timon. Captain Alcibiades, your heart 's in the 
field now. 

Ale. My heart is ever at your service, my lord. 

Timon. You had rather be at a breakfast of ene- 
mies than a dinner of friends. 

Ale, So they were bleeding-new, my lord, there 's 
no meat like them : I could wish my best friend at 
such a feast. 

Ape, Would aU those flatterers were thine ene« 



> Foolish. * Do it 
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mies then ; that then thou mightst k31 'em, and bid 
me to 'em. 

1 Lord. Might we bnt have that happiness, my 
lord, that yon would once use our hearts, whereby 
we might express some part of our zeals, we should 
think ourselves for ever perfect.^ 

Tlmon, O, no doubt, my good friends, but the 
gods themselves have provided that I shall have 
much help from you : how had you been my friends 
else? ^why have you that charitable < title from 
thousands, did you not chiefly belong to my heart ? 
I have told more of you to myself, than you can 
with modesty speak in your own behalf ; and thus 
for I confirm you. O, you gods, think I, what 
need we have any friends, if we should never have 
need of them ? they were the most needless crea- 
tures living, should we ne'er have use for them; 
and would most resemble sweet instruments hung 
up in cases, that keep their sounds to themselves. 
Why, I have often wished myself poorer, that I 
might come nearer to you. We are bom to do 
benefits ; and what better or properer can we call 
our own than the riches of our friends ? O, what a 
precious comfort 'tis, to have so many, like brothers, 
commanding one another's fortunes! O joy, ev'n 
made away ere it can be bom ! Mine eyes cannot 
hold out water, methinks : to forget their friults, I 
drink to you. 



At tba sammit of hftppinoM. ' Endeiiiiic. 
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Ape. Thou weepest to make them drink, 'Hmon. 

2 Lord, Joy had the like conception in our 

eyes. 
And* at that instant, like a babe sprang op. 

Ape. Ho, ho! I laugh to think that babe a 
bastard. 

3 Lord. I promise yon, my lord, you mored me 

much. 
Ape. Much ! [tucket sounded. 

Tiwum. What means that trump ? — How now ? 

Enter sbbtaiit. 

8er. Please you, my lord, there are certain ladies 
most desirous of admittance. 

Timon. Ladies ? What are their wills ? 

Ser. There comes with them a forerunner, my 
lord, which bears that office, to signify their plea- 
sures. 

Tknon. I pray, let them be admitted. 

Enter cupio. 

Cupid. Hail to thee, worthy Hmon, and to aU 
That of his bounties taste ! The five best senses 
Acknowlege thee their patron, and come freely 
To gratulate thy plenteous bosom : the ear. 
Taste, touch, smell, all pleased from thy table rise : 
They only now come but to feast thine eyes. 

Tmon, They are welcome all; let them have 
kind admittance. 
Music, make their welcome. [Esit Cupid. 
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1 Lord. You nee, my lord, how ample you are 
beloved. 

Music. Re-enter cum, with a masque of Ladies as 
Amazons, with lutes in their hands, dancing and 
playing. 

Ape. Hey day! what a sweep of yanity comes 

this way! 
They dance : they are mad women. 
Like madness is the glory of this life. 
As this pomp shows to a little oil and root. 
We make ourselves fools, to disport ourselves ; 
And spend our flatteries, to drink those men. 
Upon whose age we void it up again 
With poisonous spite ana envy. Who lives, that 's 

not 
Depraved or depraves ? who dies, that bears 
Not one spurn to their graves of their friends' gift ? 
I should fear, those, that dance before me now. 
Would one day stamp upon me. It has been done : . 
Men shut their doors against a setting sun. 

[the Lords rise from table, with much adoring of 
Timon ; and, to show their loves, each singles out 
an Amazon, and all dance, men with women, a 
lofty strain or two to the hautboys, and cease. 

Jhnon. You have done our pleasures much grace, 
fioir ladies; 
Set a fedr fashion on our entertainment. 
Which was not half so beautiful and kind : 
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You bare tdded ixrorth unto % and lively lustre. 
And entertaSn'd me with mine own device. 
I am to thank you for it. 

1 Zady. My lord, you take us even at the best. 

Ape. Faith, for the worst is filthy, and would 
not hold taking, I doubt me. 

Tknon. Ladies, there is an idle banquet 
Attends you : please you to dispose yourselves. 

All Ladies. Most thankfully, my lord. 

lEseunt Cupid and Ladies* 

Timon. Flavins, 

Flav. My lord. 

Timan. The little casket bring me hither. 

Flau. Yes, my lord. — More jewek yet ! 
There is no crossing him in his humor ; [aeide. 

Else I should tell him, ^Well, ^i' faith, I 

should. 
When all's spent, he'd be cross'd^ then, an he 

could. 
Tib pity, bounty had not eyes behind. 
That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind.< 

[Exit, and returns with the caskeL 

1 Lord, Where be our men ? 
Ser. Here, my lord, in readiness. 

2 Lord, Our horses. 

Timon. O my friends, 

I have one word to say to you. — ^Look, my good 
k>rd. 



* Allusion ii here made to the ancient ailrer coin cmlled a 
erois. * i. e. generosity of mind. 
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I must entrcftt yon, hdiior ne bd mnohy 

As to adyanoe this jewel ; accept and wear it. 

Kind my lord. 

1 Lord, I am 80 feur already m your gifb,-*-— 
AU. So are we all. 

Enter bsbtant. 

8er. My lord, there are certain nobles of the 
senate 
Newly alighted, and come to visit you. 

Timon, They are fsurly welcome. 

FUxv, I beseech your honor. 

Vouchsafe me a word : it does concern you near. 

Timan. Near ? why, then another time I '11 hear 
thee: 
I pr'ythee, let us be provided 
To show them entertainment. 

FUm, I scarce know how. 

Enter another sbrvant. 

2 8er, May it please your honor, the lord Ludns, 
Out of his free love, hatii presented to you 

Four milk-white horses, trapp'd in silver. 

Timon, I shall accept them fairly: let the 
presents 

Enter a third sbbvant. 

Be worthily entertain'd. — How now ? what news ? 

3 8er, Please you, my lord, that honorable gen- 
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tleman, lord Lueollus, entreats yonr company to- 
morrow to hunt with him ; and has sent your honor 
two hrace of greyhounds. 

Timon, I '11 hunt with him ; and let them be re- 
ceived j 
Not without ftdr reward. ^ 

Fiav. [attde.j What will this come to? \ 

He commands us to provide, and give great gifts, i 

And all out of an empty coffer : | 

Nor will he know his purse ; or yield me this. 
To show him what a beggar his heart is, 
Being of no power to make his wishes good. 
His promises fly so beyond his state. 
That what he speaks is aU in debt ; he owes 
For every word : he is so kind, that he now 
Pays interest for 't ; his land 's put to their books. 
Well, would I were gently put out of office 
Before I were forced out ! 
Happier is he that has no friend to feed. 
Than such as do even enemies exceed. 
I bleed inwardly for my lord. [Exit. 

Tmon. You do yourselves 

Much wrong; you bate too much of your own 

merits.— 
Here, my lord ; a trifle of our love. 

2 Lord. With more than common thanks I wiU 

receive it. 

3 Lord. O, he is the very soul of bounty ! 
TimoH, And now t remember, my lord, you gave 

Good words the other day of a bay courser 
I rode on : it is yours, because you liked it. 
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2 Lord. O, I beseech jou, pardon me, my lord, 
in that. 

Tknon. You may take my word, my lord; I 
know, no man 
Can justly praise, but what he does affect. 
I weigh my friend's affection with mine own : 
1 11 tell you true. 1 11 call on you. 

All Lords. None so welcome. 

Timon. I take aU and your several visitations 
So kind to heart, 'tis not enough to give ; 
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends. 
And ne'er be weary. Alcibiades, 
Thou art a soldier ; therefore seldom rich. 
It comes in charity to thee : for all thy living 
Is 'mongst the dead ; and all the lands thou hast 
Lie in a pitch'd field. 

Ale. Ay, defiled land, my lord. 

1 Lord. We are so virtuously bound, 

Timon. And so 

Am I to you. 

2 Lord. So infinitely endear'd, 

Thnon. All to you.^ Lights, more lights. 

1 Lord. The best of happiness. 

Honor, and fortunes keep with you, lord Timon ! 

Timon. Ready for his friends. 

[Egeunt Alcibiades, Lords, SfC. 

Ape. What a coil * 's here ! 

Serving of becks, and jutting out of bums ! 



i. e« All htppineM to yoa. * Tumult. 



Digitized by 



Google 



188 TZMOF OP ATHBirB. ACT I. 

I doubt whether dieir legs be worth the sains 
That are given for 'em. Friendship 's full of dregs. 
Methinks, false hearts should never have sound 

legs. 
Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on courtesies. 

Tinum. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not sullen^ 
I 'd be good to thee. 

Ape. No» 1 11 nothing ; for, if I should be bribed 
too, there would be none left to rail upon ^et ; 
and then thou wouldst sin die faster. Thou givest 
so long, Timon, I fear me, thou wilt give away thy- 
self in paper shordy. What need these feasts, 
pomps, and vain glories ? 

ThnoH. Nay, an you begin to rail on society once, 
I am sworn not to give regard to you. Farewell, 
and come with better music. lExit, 

Ape. So; thou It not hear me now! thou 

shalt not then ; 1 11 lock thy heaven ^ from thee. 

O, that men's ears should be 

To counsel deaf, but not to flattery ! [JSnT. 



> I.e. goodadFice. 
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ACT II. 
8CXKB I. 

I%e same, A room in a Senator's house. 

Enter bskatob, with papers in his hand. 

Se. And late, five diousand to Varro ; and to Isi- 
dore 
He owes Bine thousand ; besides my former sum. 
Which makes it five and twenty. StiU in motion 
Of raging waste ? It cannot hold ; it will not. 
If I want gold, steal but a beggar's dog. 
And give it Hmon, why, the dog coins gold. 
If I would sell my horse, and buy twenty more 
Better than he, why, give my horse to Hmon, 
Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me, straight. 
And able horses. No porter at his gate ; 
But rather one that smiles, and still invites 
AU that pass by. It cannot hold ; no reason 
Can found his state in safety. Caphis, ho ! 
Caphu, I say ! 

Enter gaphis. 

Ca. Here, sir : what is your pleasure ? 

8e. Oet on your doak, and haste you to lord 
llmon; 
Importune him for my monies : be not ceased ^ 



Repulsed. 
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Widi aliglit denial ; nor then silenced, when — 
' Commend me to your master ' — and the cap 
Flays in the right hand, thus : but tell him, sirrah. 
My uses cry to me ; I must serve my turn 
Out of mine own ; his diiys and times are past. 
And my reliances on his fracted dates 
Have smit my credit. I love and honor him. 
But must not break my back to heal his finger : 
Immediate are my needs ; and my relief 
Must not be toss'd and tum'd to me in words* 
But find supply immediate. Oet you gone : 
Put on a most importunate aspect, 
A visage of demand ; for, I do fear. 
When every feather sticks in his own wing. 
Lord "Hmon will be left a naked gull. 
Which flashes now a phosnix. Qet you gone. 

Ca,.I go, sir. 

8e. I go, sir? — ^take die bonds along widi 
you. 
And have the dates in oompt. 

Ca. I will, sir. 

Se. Go. 

SOBKB II. 

The tame. A hall in Timon's hou$e. 

Enter FLAYHTS, with mm^ bills in his hand. 

Flav. No care, no stop I so senseless of expense. 
That he will neither know how to maintain it. 
Nor cease his flow of riot : takes no account 
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How things go from him ; nor resumes no care *l 

Of what is to continue : never mind ^ 

Was to be so unwise, to be so kind. j 

What shall be done ? He will not hear, till feel. I 

I must be round with him, now he comes from I 

hunting. 
Fie, fie, fie, fie ! 

I 
Enter caphis, and sbbyants of Isidore and Varro, 

Ca, GFood even, Varro : what. 

You come for money ? 

' Var. Ser. Is 't not your business too ? 

Ca, It is ; — and yours too, Isidore ? 
Isi. Ser. It is so. 

Ca. Would we were all discharged ! 
Var. Ser. I fear it. 

Ca. Here comes the lord. 

Enter timow, alcibiades. Lords, S[C. 

Thwn, 80 soon as dinner's done, well forth 
again. 
My Alcibiades. — ^With me ? What is your will ? 

Ca. My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 

Tmon. Dues ? Whence are you ? 

Ca, Of Athens here, my lord. 

Thnon. Gk) to my steward. 

Ca. Please it your lordship, he hath put me off 
To the succession of new days this month. 
My master is awaked by great occasion. 
To call upon his own ; and humbly prays you. 
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That with your other noble parts you 'U suit*^ 
In giving him his light. 

TimoH. Mine honest friend, 

I pr'ythee, but repair to me next morning. 

CJd. Nay, good my lord, 

Timom. Contain thyself good friend. 

Var, Ser. One Varro's servant, my good lord, 

J«. Ser. From Isidore ; 
He humbly prays your speedy payment, 

Ca> If you did know, my lord, my master's 
wants, 

Var, Ser. Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, six 
weeks. 
And past. 

Isi, Ser, Your steward puts me off, my lord ; 
And I am sent expressly to your lordship. 

TimoH. CKve me breath : 

I do beseech you, good my lords, keep on ; 

[Exeunt Alcibiades and Lards. 
1 11 wait upon you instantly. — Come hither, pray 
you. [to Flavius. 

How goes the world, that I am thus encounter'd 
With clamorous demands of date-broken bonds. 
And the detention of long-since-due debts. 
Against my honor ? 

Flav. Please you, gentlemen, 

The time is unagreeable to this business : 



■ i. e. behare in a manner consistent with your other noble 
qaalities. 
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Your importunacy cease till after dinner ; 
That I may make his lordship understand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Timon. Do so, my friends : 

See them well entertained. {Esit Timon. 

Flav. I pray, draw near. 

lEsit Flaviua. 

Enter apimaktus tmd a pool. 

Ca. Stay, stay ; here comes the fool with Ape 
mantus : let 's have some sport with 'em. 

Var, 8er, Hang him, he 11 abuse us. 

Isi, Ser, A plague upon him, dog ! 

Var, Ser, How dost, fool ? 

Ape, Dost dialogue with thy shadow ? 

Var, Ser, I speak not to thee. 

Ape, No, 'tis to thyself. — Gome away. 

[to the Fool. 

Isi, Ser, [to Var. Ser.'] There 's the fool hangs 
on your back already. 

Ape. No, thou standest single, thou art not on 
him yet. 

Ca. Where 's the fool now ? 

Ape. He last asked the question. Poor rogues^ 
and usurers' men ! bawds between gold and want ! 

All Ser. What are we, Apemantus ? 

Ape. Asses. 

AUSer. Why? 

Ape. That you ask me what you are, and do not 
know yourselves. Speak to 'em, fool. 
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Fool. How do you, genUemen ? 

AH 8er. Gramercies,^ good fool : how does yonr 
mistress? 

Fool. She 's er^n setting on water to scald such 
chickens as you are. Would, we could see you at 
Corinth! 

Ape. Good! gramercy. 

Enter page. 

Fool. Look you, here comes my mistress' page. 

Page, [to the Fool J] Why, how now, captain? 
what do you in this wise company? — How dost 
thou, Apemantus ? 

Ape. Would, I had a rod in my mouth, that I 
might answer thee profitably ! 

Page. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the super- 
scription of these letters; I know not which is 
which. 

Ape. Canst not read ? 

Page. No. 

Ape. There will little learning die then, that day 
thou art hanged. This is to lord Timon ; this to 
Alcibiades. Go: thou wast bom a bastard, and 
thou 'It die a bawd. 

Page, Thou wast whelped a dog ; and thou shalt 
famish, a dog's death. Answer not ; I am gone. 

lExit Page* 



Contraction for ' gnnt me mercy.' 
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Ape. Even so thou outniimest grace. Fool» I 
will go with you to lord Timon's. 

Fool, Will you leave me there ? 

Ape. If Timon stay at home. You three serve 
three usurers? 

All Ser, Ay ; would they served us ! 

Ape. So would I, — as good a trick as ever hang- 
man served thief. 

Fool. Are you three usurers' men ? 

All Ser. Ay, fool. 

Fool. I think, no usurer but has a fool to his 
servant: my mistress is one, and I am her fool. 
When men come to borrow of your masters, they 
approach sadly, and go away merry ; but they enter 
my mistress' house merrily, and go away sadly. The 
reason of this ? 

Var. Ser. I could render one. 

Ape. Do it then, that we may account thee a 
whoremaster and a knave ; which notwithstanding, 
thou shalt be no less esteemed. 

Var. Ser. What is a whoremaster, fool ? 

Fool. A fool in good clothes, and something like 
thee. 'Tis a spirit : sometime it appears like a lord, 
sometime like a lawyer, sometime like a philo- 
sopher, with two stones more than his artificial one. 
He is very often like a knight ; and, generally, in 
all shapes, that man goes up and down in, from 
fourscore to thirteen, this spirit walks in. 

Var. SerT Thou art not altogether a fool. 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wise man : as much 
foolery as I have, so much wit thou lackest. 
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Ape, That answer mi^t have become Apemantus. 
All Ser, Aside, aside ; here oomes lord Tiiiioii. 

Re-enter timoit and ylayius. 

Ape. Come with me, fool, come. 

FooL I do not always follow lover, elder brother, 
and woman ; sometime the philosopher. 

[E»ewU Apemantus and FooL 

Flav. Pray you, walk near; 1 11 speak with you 
anon. [Exeunt Ser, 

Tlmon. You make me marvel. Wherefore, ere 
this time. 
Had you not fully laid my state before me ; 
That I might so have rated my expense. 
As I had leave of means ? 

Flav. You would not hear me. 

At many leisures I proposed. 

Tlmon. Qo to : 

Perchance, some single vantages you took. 
When my indisposition put you back ; 
And that unaptness made your minister. 
Thus to excuse yourself. 

Flav. O my good lord ! 

At many times I brought in my accounts. 
Laid them before you ; you would throw them off. 
And say you found them in mine honesty. 
When, for some trifling present, you have bid me 
Return so much,^ I have shook my head, and wept ; 



* A certain sum. 
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Yea, 'gainst the authority of manners, pray'd you 
To hold your hand more dose : I did endure 
Not seldom, nor no slight checks, when I have 
Prompted you, in the ebb of your estate. 
And your great flow of debts. My loved lord. 
Though you hear now, (too late !) yet now 's a 

time» 
The greatest of your having lacks a half 
To pay your present debts. 

Timon. Let all my land be sold. 

Flttv. 'Tis an engaged^ some forfeited and gone ; 
And what remains will hardly stop the mouth 
Of present dues : the future comes apace. 
What shall defend the interim ? and at length 
How goes our reckoning ? 

Timon, To Lacedsemon did my land extend. 

Flav, O my good lord, the world is but a word : 
Were it all yours» to give it in a breath. 
How quickly were it gone ! 

TimoH. You tell me true. 

Flav, If you suspect my husbandry or falshood. 
Call me before the exactest auditors, 
And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me. 
When all our offices ^ have been oppressed 
With riotous feeders ; when our vaults have wept 
With drunken spilth of wine ; when every room 
Hath blazed with lights, and bray'd with min- 
strelsy; 



Apartments allotted to culinary porpoees, &c. 
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I have retired me to a wasteful cock,^ 
And set mine eyes at flow. 

Tinum, IVythee, no more. 

Flav. Heavens, hare I said, the bounty of this 
lord! 
How many prodigal bits have slaves and peasants 
This night eng^utted ! Who is not Hmon's ? 
What heart, head, sword, force, means, but is lord 

Tlmon's ? 
Great Tlmon, noble, worthy, royal Tlmon ! 
Ah ! when the means are gone, that buy this praise. 
The breath is gone whereof this praise is made : 
Feast-won, fast-lost ; one doud of winter showers. 
These flies are couch'd. 

TimoH. Come, sermon me no farther ; | 

No yillanous bounty yet hath pass'd my heart ; j 

Unwisely, not ignobly, have I given. | 

Why dost thou weep ? Canst thou the conscience \ 

lack. 
To think I shall lack frie^nds ? Secure thy heart ; 
If I would broach the vessels of my love. 
And try the argument < of hearts by borrowing, 
Men and men's fortunes could I frankly use, 
As I can bid thee speak. 

Flav. Assurance bless your thoughts ! 

Tinum, And, in some sort, these wants of mine 

are crown'd,' i 



< i. e. ft oockloft, or garret lying in waste.'— Warbnrton. 
' ContenU. > Digni6ed. 
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That I account them blessings ; for by these 
Shall I try Mends. You shall perceive, how you 
Mistake my fortunes : I am wealthy in my friends. 
Within there, ho ! — Flaminius ! Servilius ! 

Enter FLAMiNnrs, siBYiLnrs, and other Servants, 

Ser. My lord, my lord, 

Timon, I will despatch you severally. — You, to 
lord Lucius ; — to lord Lucullus you ; 1 hunted with 
his honor to-day ; — ^you, to Sempronius : commend 
me to their loves ; and, I am proud, say, that my 
occasions have found time to use them toward a 
supply of money : let the request be fifty talents. 

Flam. As you have said, my lord. 

Flttv, Lord Lucius and Lucullus ? humph ! 

[aside. 

Timon. Go you, sir, [to another Servojtt.'] to the 
senators, 
(Of whom, even to the state's best health, I have 
Deserved this hearing) bid 'em send o' the instant 
A thousand talents to me. 

Flav. I have been bold 

(For that I knew it the most general * way) 
To them to use your signet and your name ; 
But they do shake their heads, and I am here 
No richer in return. 

Timon. Is 't true ? can it be ? 



Compendious. 
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Flao. They uifwer» in a joint and corporate 
voice. 
That now they are at &11, want treasure, cannot 
Do what they would; are sorry: — ^you are honor- 
able. 
But yet they could have wiah'd — ^they know not — 

but 
Something hath be^i amiss — a noble nature 
May catch a wrench : — ^would all were well ! — ^'tis 

pity:— 
And so, intending ^ odier serious matters. 
After distasteful looks, and these hard fractions,* 
With certain half-caps, and cold-moving nods. 
They froze me into silence. 

Tinum, You godsi reward them ! — 

I pr'ythee, man, look cheerly : these old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary : 
Their blood is caked, 'tis cold, it seldom flows ; 
'Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; 
And nature, as it grows again toward earth. 
Is fashion'd for the journey, dull, and heavy. 
Go to Ventidius, — [to a Servant."} Pr'ythee, [to 

FlaviuB.'] be not sad ; 
Thou art true and honest ; ingeniously ' I speak. 
No blame belongs to thee. — [to a SenHmt.'] Venti- 
dius lately 
Buried his father ; by whose death, he 's stepp'd 



1 Attending to. * Abrupt remarks. 

' For ingennonsly. 
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Into a great estate : whan he was poor, 

Imprison'd» and in scarcity of friends* 

I clto*d him with fire talents : greet him from me i 

Bid him suppose, some good necessity 

Touches his friend* which craves to be lemember'd 

With those five talcatts: that had, [to Flauiug.^ 

give it these fellows, 
To whom 'tb instant due. Ne'er speak, or think. 
That Timon's fortunes 'mongst his friends can sink. 
Flav. I would, I could not think it. That thought 

is bounty's foe ; 
Being free ' itself, it thinks all others so. {Ejeeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

The $ame, A room in LucuUu8*8 house. 

FLAMiirnTS waiting. Enter a servant to him. 

Ser. I have told my lord of you ; he is coming 
down to you. 
Flam. I thank you, sir. 

Enter litoullub. 

Ser. Here 's my lord. 

Lucul. laaide."] One of lord Timon's men ? agift. 



1 liberal. 
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I warrant. Why, this hits light; I dreamt of a 
silyer bason and ewer to-night. Flanunins, honest 
Flaminius, you are very respectively ^ welcome, sir. 
— ^F^ me some wine. [EM Servant,] And how 
does that honorable, complete, free-hearted gentle- 
man of Athens, thy very bountiful good lo];d and 
master? 

Flam, His health is well, sir. 

Lucul. I am right glad that his health is well, 
rir. And what hast thou there under thy cloak, 
pretty Flaminius ? 

Flam, Faith, nothing but an empty box, sir; 
which, in my lord's behalf, I come to entreat your 
honor to supply; who, having great and instant 
occasion to use fifty talents, hath sent to your lord- 
ship to furnish him ; nothing doubting your present 
assistance therein. 

LucuL La, la, la, la, — nothing doubting, says he ? 
alas, good lord ! a noble gentleman 'tis, if he would 
not keep so good a house. Many a time and often I 
have dined with him, and told him on 't ; and come 
again to supper to him, of purpose to have him 
spend less : and yet he would embrace no counsel, 
take no warning by my coming. Every man has 
his fault, and honesty < is his : I have told him on 't, 
btkt I could never get him from it. 



RMpeotfally. * Honesty here means liberality. 
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Re-enter sbrvant, with wine, 

8er. Please your lordship, here is the wine. 

Lucul, Flaminius, I have noted thee always wise. 
Here 's to thee. 

Flam. Your lordship speaks your pleasure. 

Lucul, I have observed thee always for a towardly 
prompt spirit, — give thee thy due,— ^«nd one that 
knows what belongs to reason ; and canst use the 
time well, if the time use thee well : good parts in 
thee. — Ckt you gone, sirrah ! [to the Servant, who 
goes outJ] Draw nearer, honest Flaminius. Thy 
lord 's a bountiful gentleman : but thou art wise ; 
and thou knowest well enough, although thou comest 
to me, that this is no time to lend money ; especially 
upon bare friendship, without security. Here 's 
three solidares for thee ; good boy, wink at me, and 
say, thou saw'st me not. Fare thee well. 

Flam. Is't possible, the world should so much 
differ; 
And we alive, that lived ? ^ Fly, damned baseness. 
To him that worships thee. 

[throwing the money away. 

Lucul. Ha ! Now I see, thou art a fool, and fit 
for thy master. [Exit Lucullus. 

Flam. May these add to the number that may 
scald thee! 
Let molten coin be thy damnation. 



i. e. in so short a time. 
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Thou disease of a fnend, and not himself! 

Has friendship such a faint and milky heart. 

It turns in less than two nights ? O you gods, 

I feel my master's passion ! ^ This slaye 

Unto his honor has my lord's meat in him : 

Why should it thrive, and turn to nutriment 

When he is tum'd to poison ? 

O, may diseases only work upon 't ! 

And, when he is sick to death, let not that part of 

nature. 
Which my lord paid for, be of any power 
To expel sickness, but prolong his hour ! < [Exit. 

SCBNB II. 

TV tame, A public place. 

Enter lucius, with three stbanosbs. 

Lucius. Who, the lord Timon? he is my very 
good friend, and an honorable gentleman. 

1 Str. We know him for no less, though we are 
but strangers to him. But I can tell you one thing, 
my lord, and which I hear from common rumors : 
now lord Tlmon's happy hours are done and past, 
and lus estate shrinks from him. 

Lucius. Fie, no, do not believe it : he cannot want 
for money. 

2 Str. But believe you this, my lord, that, not 



Saffering. > His life. 
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long ago, one of his men was with the lord LucnUns* 
to borrow so many talents ; nay, urged extremely 
for% and showed what necessity belonged to't; 
and yet was denied. 

LuctMS, How? 

2 Sir. I tell you, denied, my lord. 

Lucius, What a strange case was that! now, 
before the gods, I am ashamed on 't. Denied that 
honorable man ? there was yery little honor showed 
in 't. For my own part, I most needs confess, I 
have recdved some small kindnesses from him, as 
money, plate, jewels, and snch like trifles, nothing 
comparing to lus; yet, had he mistook him, and 
sent to me, I should ne'er have denied his occasion 
so many talents. 

Enter sbbvilius. 

Ser. See, by good hap, yonder 's my lord ; I have 

sweat to see his honor. My honored lord, 

[to Lucius. 

Lucius, Servilius ! you are kindly met, sir. Fare 
thee well : commend me to thy honorable- virtuous 
lord, my very exquisite friend. 

Ser, May it please your honor, my lord hath 
sent 

Lucius. Ha! what has he sent? I am so much 
endeared to that lord : he 's ever sending. How 
shall I thank him, thinkest thou ? And what has he 
sent now ? 

Ser, He has only sent his present occasion now. 
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my lord ; requesting your lordahip to supply his in- 
stant use vriih so many talents. 

iMcmi. I know, his lordship is but merry with 
me; • 

He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents. 

8er, But in the mean time he wants less, my 
lord. 
If his occasion were not virtuous,' 
I should not urge it half so faithfully. 

Luchts. Dost thou speak seriously. Servilius ? 

Ser, Upon my soul, 'tis true, sir. 

Imcuu, What a wicked beast was I, to disfumish 
myself against such a good time, when I might 
have shown myself honorable! how unluckily it 
happened, that I should purchase the day before for 
a little part, and undo a great deal of honor ! Ser- 
vilius, now before the gods, I am not able to do 't ; 
the more beast, I say : — I was sending to use lord 
llmon m3rself, these gentlemen can witness ; but I 
would not, for the wealth of Athens, I had done it 
now. Commend me bountifully to his good lord- 
ship ; and I hope, his honor will conceive the fairest 
of me, because I have no power to be kind. And 
tell him this from me ; I count it one of my greatest 
afflictions, say, that I cannot pleasure such an 
honorable gentleman. Good Servilius, will you 
befriend me so far, as to use mine own words to 
him? 



' i. e. if be did not want it for a good uae. 
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8er. Yes, sir, I shall. 

Lucius. I will look you out a good turn, Ser- 
villus. lEsit Servilius, 

True, as you said, Tlmon is shrunk, indeed ; 
And he, that 's once denied, will hardly speed. 

[Ejnt Lucius. 

1 Sir. Do you observe this, Hostilius ? 

2 Sir. Ay, too well. 
1 Str. Why, this 

Is the world's soul ; and just of the same piece 
Is every flatterer's spirit. Who can call him 
His Mend, that dips in the same dish ? for, in 
My knowing, llmon has been this lord's father. 
And kept his credit with his purse ; 
Supported his estate ; nay,'Timon's money 
Has paid his men their wages. He ne'er drinks. 
But Timon's silver treads upon his lip ; 
And yet, (O, see the monstrousness of man. 
When he looks out in an ungrateful shape !) 
He does deny him, in respect of his,^ 
What charitable men afford to beggars. 

3 Str. Religion groans at it. 

1 Str. For mine own part, 

I never tasted Timon in my life. 
Nor came any of his bounties over me. 
To mark me for his Mend ; yet, I protest. 
For his right noble mind, illustrious virtue. 
And honorable carriage. 



' In proportion to his poasessions. 
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Had his necessity made use of me. 

I would have pat my wealth into donation,^ 

And the best half should have return'd to him, 

So much I lore his heart : but, I perceive. 

Men must learn now with pity to dispense ; 

For policy sits above conscience. lExeunt. 



SCBITB III, 

T%e iOfne. A room in Semproniu8*9 house. 
Enter ssMPaovnis, and a sbkvant of Thnon's. 

8em. Must he needs trouble me in 't ? Humph ! 
'Bove all others ? 
He might have tried lord Lucius, or Lucullus ; 
And now Ventidius is wealdiy too. 
Whom he redeemed from prison. All these 
Owe their estates unto him. 

8er, My lord. 

They have all been touch'd,* and found base metal ; 

for 
They have all denied him. 

8em. How ! have they denied him ? 

Has Ventidius and Lucullus denied him. 
And does he send to me ? Three ? humph ! — 
It shows but little love or judgment in him. 



1 < I would htre supposed my whole fortune to htve , been 
a gift from him.' — Steevent. 
* Tried by the touchstone. 
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Mwl I bo bis last xefage ? His friends, like phy- 

sicians« 
Thrive, give him orer : must I take the euro upon 

me? 
He has much disgraced me in't; I am angry at 

him» 
That might haye known my place i I see no sense 

for't. 
But his occasicms might have woo'd me first ; 
For, in my eonscienee, I was the first man 
That e'er received gift from him : 
And does he think so backwardly of me now. 
That 1 11 requite it last ? No : so it may prove 
An argument of laughter to the rest. 
And I amongst the lords be thought a fool. 
I had rather than the worth of thrice the sum. 
He had sent to me first, but for my mind's sake ; 
I had such a courage ^ to do him good. But now 

return. 
And with their faint reply this answer join ; 
Who bates mine honor, shall not know my coin. 

[Bxit. 
8er. BxeeUent ! Your lordship 's a goodly villain. 
The devil knew not what he did wh^i he made man 
politic; he crossed himself by't: and I eannot 
think, but, in the end, the villanies of man will set 
him dear. How fairly this lord strives to appear 
foul ! takes virtuous copies to be wicked ; like those 



1 EagM dMire. 
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that, under hot ardent zeal, would set vrhcle realms 

on fire. 

Of such a nature is his politic love. 

This was my lord's best hope : now all are fled. 

Save the gods only. Now his friends are dead. 

Doors, that were ne'er acquainted with their wards 

Many a bounteous year, must be emplo/d 

Now to guard sure their master. 

And this is all a liberal course allows : 

Who cannot keep his wealth, must keep his house.^ 

SCBNB ly. 

I%e $ame, A hall in Timon's house. 

Enter two sbbvants of Varro, and the skryant of 
Lucius, meeting titus, hobtensius, and other 
Servants to Thnon*s creditors, waiting his coming 
out. 

Var. 8er. Well met : good morrow, Titus and 
Hortensius. 

TUus. The like to you, kind Varro. 

Hor. Lucius ? 

What, do we meet together ? 

Luc. Ser. Ay, and, I think. 

One business does command us all ; for mine 
Is money. 

Titus. So b theirs and ours. 



i. e. keep within doora for fear of dons. 
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Enter philotus. 

Luc, Ser. And sir 

Philotus too ! 

PM. Oood day at once. 

Luc. Ser, Welcome, good brother. 

What do you think the hour ? 

Phi. Laboring for nine. 

Luc. Ser. So much ? 

PM. Is not my lord seen yet ? 

Luc. Ser. Not yet. 

Phi. I wonder on't; he was wont to shine at 
seven. 

Luc. Ser. Ay, but the days are waxed shorter 
with him. 
You must consider, that a prodigal course 
Is like the sun's ; but not, like his, recoverable. 
I fear, 

'Us deepest winter in lord llmon's purse ; 
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little. 

Phi. I am of your fear for that. 

Titus. I 'U show you how to observe a strange 
event. 
Your lord sends now for money. 

Hor. Most true, he does. 

Titus. And he wears jewels now of Timon's gift. 
For which I wait for money. 

Hor. It is against my heart. 

Luc. Ser. Mark, how strange it shows, 

Timon in this should pay more than he owes ; 
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And eT^n as if your lord should wear rich jewels. 
And send for money for 'em. 

Hor, I am weary of this charge, the gods can 
witness : 
I Imow, my lord hath spent of TImon's wealth. 
And now ingratitude makes it worse than stealdi. 
1 Var. 8er. Yes, mine 's three thousand crowns : 

what *s yours ? 
Luc. Ser, Five thousand mine. 
1 Var. 8er. 'Us much deep : and it should seem, 
by the sum. 
Your master's confidence was above mine ; 
Else, surely, his had equall'd. 

Enter flamikius* 

TUu8. One of lord Hmon's men. 

Luc, Ser. Flaminius ! sir, a word. Pray, is my 
lord ready to come forth ? 

Flam, No, indeed, he is not. 

Titu$, We attend his lordship; pray, signify so 
much. 

Flam, I need not tell him that : he knows, you 
are too diligent. [Exit Flamimu$„ 

Enter flavius in a cloak, muffled, 

Luc, Ser, Ha ! is not ^at his steward muffled 
so? 
He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him. 
Titui, Do you hear, sir ? 
1 Var, Ser, By your leave, sir. 
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Flav, What do you ask of me, my Mend ? 

TiUu. We wait for certain money here, sir. 

Flav. Ay, 

If money were as certain as yoor waiting, 
*Twere sure enough. Why then preferr'd you not 
Your sums and bills, when your false masters eat 
Of my lord's meat? Then they could smile, and 

fawn 
Upon his debts, and take down the interest 
Into their gluttonous maws. You do yourselves but 

wrong 
To stir me up ; let me pass quietly. 
Believe 't, my lord and I have made an end ; 
I have no more to reckon^ he to spend. 

Lmc. Str. Ay, but this answer will not serve. 

Flav, If 'twill not serve, 

Tis not so base as yom; for you serve knaves. 

{Exit. 

1 Var. 8er. How I what does his cadiiered wor- 
ship mutter ? 

2 Var. 8er. No matter what ; he 's poor, and 
that's revenge enough. Who can speak broader 
than he that has no house to put his head in ? such 
may rail against great buildings. 

Enter sbbviliua. 

TUvs, O, here's Serviiius; now we shall know 
some answer. 

8er. If I might beseech you, gentlemen, to repair 
some other hour, I should derive much from it: 
for, take it on my soul, my lord leans wondrously 
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to discontent. His comfortable temper baa forsook 
him: he is much out of health, and keeps his 
chamber. 

Imc, Ser» Many do keep their chambers, are not 
sick: 
And, if it be so fiEur beyond his health, 
Methinks, he should the sooner pay his debts. 
And make a clear way to the gods. 

Set. Good gods ! 

TUus, We cannot take this for an answer, sir. 

Fkm, Iwithm.'] Serrilios, help! — my lord! my 
lord! 

Enter timon, in a rage; plamikius following, 

Timofi. What, are my doors opposed against my 
passage? 
Have I been ever free, and must my house 
Be my retentive enemy, my jail ? 
The place, which I have feasted, does it now. 
Like all mankind, show me an iron heart ? 

Lmc. Ser. Put in now, Titus. 

TUus, My lord, here is my bill. 

Luc. Ser, Here 's mine. 

Hor, And mine, my lord. 

Both Var. Ser. And ours, my lord. 

Phi. All our bills. 

Timon. Knock me down with 'em : ^ cleave me to 
the girdle. 



■ The creditors present their written bills : Timon cstohes 
at the word, and alludes to bills or battle-axes. 
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Lmc, Ser. Alas ! my lord, 

Tknon, Cut my heart in sums. 
TUus. Mine, fifty talents. 
Thnon. Tell out my blood. 
Luc. Ser. Five thousand crowns, my lord. 
Timon. Fire thousand drops pays that. — 
What yours ? — and yours ? 

1 Var. Ser. My lord, 

2 Var. Ser. My lord, 

Thnon. Tear me, take me, and the gods foil upon 

you ! lEgii. 

Hot. Faith, I perceive, our masters may throw 

their caps at their money : these debts may well be 

called desperate ones, for a madman owes 'em. 

lExeunt. 

Re-enter timon and vlavius. 

Timon. They have ev'n put my breath from me, 
the slaves : 
Creditors !— devils. 

Flav. My dear lord, 

Timon, What if it should be so ? 

Flav. My lord, 

Timon. 1 11 have it so. — My steward ! 

Flav. Here, my lord. 

Timon. So fitly ? Oo, bid all my friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius ; UUorxa all : 
1 11 once more feast the rascals. 

Flav. O my lord. 

You only speak from your distracted soul : 
There is not so much left, to furnish out 
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A moderate table. 

Tinum. Be *t aot in thy care : go, 

I charge thee; myite then all : let in the tide 
Of knavea onoe more ; ny oook and 1 11 pronde. 

lEsmmt. 

Bcura ▼• 

The Bome. The senate-house. 

The senate sittmg. Enter aloimiadmm, attended^ 

1 8e, My lord» yon have my yoioe to it; ^e 
fanh'a 
Bloody: 'tis neoeaaary, he flbouM die. 
Nothing emboldettt ein ao mneh aa mevcy. 

8 8e. Moat true ; the law shall braise him. 

Ale, Honor, health* and compassion to the 
senate! 

1 9e. Now, captain ? 

Ale. I am an humble suitor to yonr Tlitaes ; 
For pity is the virtue of the law, 
And none but tyrants use it crudly. 
It pleases time and fortune to lie heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood. 
Hath stepp'd into tiie law, wluch is past depth 
To those that, without heed, do plunge into it. 
He is a man, setting his fate asidc^ 
Of comely virtues : 



> L e. potdng this action, wbioh was ptedatanoined by 
Ate, oat of the qaestioa. 
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Nor did he soil the fact with oowaidice ; 
(An honor in him, which bnyB out hiB fanlt) 
But, with a noUe farf, and fair spirit, 
Seeing his reputation touoh'd to death. 
He did oppose his foe : 
And with such sober and unnoted passion 
He did behaye ^ his anger, ere 'twas spent. 
As if he had but proTed an argument. 

1 8e, Tou undergo too strict a paradox,* 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair : 
Your words have took such pains, as if they labor'd 
To bring manslaughter into form, set quarrelling 
Upon die head o€ valor ; which, indeed, 
Is valor misbegot, and came into the worid 
When sects and factions were ne^ly bom. 
He 's truly valiant, that can wisely suffer 
The worst that man can breaUie, and make his 

wrongs 
His outsides ; wear them like his raiment, carelessly. 
And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. 
If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill. 
What folly 'tis to hazard life fc^ ill ! 

Ale. My lord, 

1 Se. You cannot make gross nns look dear ; 
To revenge is no valor, but to bear. 

Jic^ My lords, then, wmder favor, paitkm me. 



> Oorem, ctmtrfA, 

* You undertake t paradox too hard. 
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If I speak like a captain. 

Why do fond men expose themadves to battle* 

And not endure all threatenings ? sleep upon it. 

And let the foes quietly cut their throats. 

Without repugnancy ? But if there be 

Such valor in the bearing, what make we 

Abroad ? > why then women are more valiant. 

That stay at home, if bearing carry it ; 

And the ass, more captain than the lion ; the fellow, 

Loaden with irons, wiser than the judge. 

If wisdom be in suffering. O my lords. 

As you are great, be pitifully good. 

Who cannot condemn rashness in cold blood ? 

To kill, I grant, is sin's extremest gust ; < 

But, in defence, by mercy, 'tis most just.' 

To be in anger, is impiety ; 

But who is man, that is not angry ? 

Weigh but the crime with this. 

2 Se, You breathe in vain. 

Ale, In vain ? his service done 

At Lacedsemon and Byzantium 
Were a sufficient briber for his life. 

1 S9. What's that? 

Ale, Why, I say, my lords, h' as done fair service* 
And slain in fight many of your enemies. 
How full of valor did he bear himself 
In the last conflict, and made plenteous wounds I 



1 Why do we take the field 1 * Aggnrmtion. 

* * I call mercy to witness, that defensiTe riolence is just*' 
—Johnson. 
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2 Se. He has made too much plenty with 'em : 
He 's a sworn rioter ; he has a sin that often 
Drowns him, and takes his valor prisoner. 
If there were no foes, that were enough alone 
To overcome him : in that beastly fury 
He has been known to commit outrages. 
And cherish factions. 'Tis inferred to us. 
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 

1 8e. He dies. 

Ale. Hard fate ! he might have died in war. 
My lords, if not for any parts in him, 
(Though his right aim might purchase his own 

time. 
And be in debt to none) yet, more to move you. 
Take my deserts to his, and join them both : 
And, for I know, your reverend ages love 
Security, I 'U pawn my victories, all 
My honor to you, upon his good returns. 
If by this crime he owes the law his life. 
Why, let the war receive 't in valiant gore ; 
For law is strict, and war is nothing more. 

1 Se, We are for law ; he dies : urge it no more. 
On height of our displeasure. Friend or brother. 
He forfeits his own blood, that spills another. 

Ale, Must it be so ? it must not be. My lords, 
I do beseech you, know me. 

2Se. How? 

Ale. Call me to your remembrances. 

SSe. What? 

Ale. I cannot think, but your age has forgot 
me: 
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It ixnld not else be, I should prove wo Imse^ 
To sue, and be denied such oommon gnoe. 
My wounds mcht at you. 

I St. Do yon dmre oar anger ? 

Tib in few words, bat ^acioos in eflfect : 
We banish thee for erer. 

Ak. Banish me? 

Banish your dotage ; banish usnry. 
That makes the senate ug^y. 

1 St. If, after two days' shine, Athens contain 
thee. 
Attend oar weightier judgment: and, not to swell 

our spirit,* 
He shall be executed presently. lEgnmt Sematon. 

Ale. Now the gods keq> you old enough ; that 
you may hiTe 
Only in bone, that none may look on 3rou 1 
I am worse than mad : I have kqit back their fees. 
While they have told their money, and let oat 
Their coin upon large interest ; I myself 
Rich only in large hurts ;— all those for tius ? 
Is this the balsam, that the osaring senate 
Pours into captains' wounds ? Banishment ? 
It comes not ill ; I hate not to be banish'd : 
It is a cause worthy my spleen and fury. 
That I may strike at Athens. 1 11 dieer up 
My discontented troops, and lay for hearts.' 



* For dishonored. 

* Without patting onrselres into a mge. 

* Endeavor to gain the affectiona of the peofle. 
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Tis honor, with most lands to he at odds : 
Soldiers should hrook as little wrongs as gods. 

[Bsit. 

SCBKB VI. 

A magnificent roam in Timan's house. 

Music. Tables set out; Servants attending. Enter 
divers lokds, at several doors. 

1 Lord. The good time of day to you, sir. 

2 Lord. I also wish it to you. I think this ho- 
norable lord did but try us this other day. 

1 Lord. Upon that were my thoughts tiring^ 
when we encountered. I hope, it is not so low 
with him, as he made it seem in the trial of his 
several friends. 

2 Lord. It should not be, by the persuasion of 
his new feasting. 

1 Lord. I should think so : he hath sent me an 
earnest inviting, which many my near occasions did 
urge me to put off; but he hath coloured me beyond 
them, and I must needs appear. 

2 Lord. In like manner was I in debt to my im- 
portunate business, but he would not hear my 
excuse. I am sorry, when he sent to borrow of me, 
tiiat my provision was out. 

1 Lord. 1 am sick of that grief too, as I under- 
stand how all things go. 



Idly employed. 
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2 Lard, Every man here 'a bo. What would he 
have borrowed of you ? 

1 Lord. A thousand pieces. 

2 Lord, A thousand pieces ! 
1 Lord. What of you ? 

8 Lord. He sent to me, sir, Here he comes. 

Enter timov and Attendant. 

Thnon. With all my heart, gentlemen both: — 
and how £ure you ? 

1 Lord. Ever at the best, hearing well of your 
lordship. 

2 Lord. The swallow follows not summer more 
willing, than we your lordship. 

Timon. [aside.'] Nor more willingly leaves winter; 
such summer-birds are men. Gentlemen, our dinner 
will not recompense this long stay : feast your ears 
with the music awhile, if they will fare so harshly 
on the trumpet's sound : we shall to 't presently. 

1 Lord. I hope, it remains not unkindly with your 
lordship, that I returned you an empty messenger. 

Tmon. O, sir, let it not trouble you. 

2 Lord. My noble lord, 

Timon. Ah, my good friend ! what cheer ? 

[the banquet brought in. 

2 Lord. My most honorable lord, I am ev'n sick 
of shame, that, when your lordship this other day 
sent to me, I was so unfortunate a beggar. 

Thnon. Think not on't, sir. 

2 Lord. If you had sent but two hours be- 
fore, 
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Tinum. Let it not cumber your better remem- 
brance.' — Come, bring in all together. 

2 Lord. All covered dishes ! 

1 Lord, Royal cheer, I warrant you. 

3 Lord. Doubt not that, if money and the season 
can yield it. 

1 Lord. How do you ? "WJat *s the news ? 
3 Lord. Alcibiades is banished : hear you of it ? 
1, 2 Lord. Alcibiades banished ! 
3 Lord. "Hs so ; be sure of it. 

1 Lord. How ? how ? 

2 Lord. I pray you, upon what ? 

Timon. My worthy friends, will you draw near ? 

3 Lord. I 'U tell you more anon. Here 's a 
noble feast toward.^ 

2 Lord, This is the old man still. 

3 Lord. Will't hold? will't hold? 

2 Lord. It does : but time will — and so— 

3 Lord, I do conceive. 

Tmon, Each man to his stool, with that spur as 
he would to the lip of his mistress : your diet shall 
be in all places alike. Make not a city feast of it, 
to let the meat cool ere we can agree upon the first 
place : sit, sit. The gods require our thanks. 

' You great benefactors, sprinkle our society with 
thankfulness. For your own gifts, make yourselves 
praised ; but reserve still to give, lest your deities 
be despised. Lend to each man enough, that one 



* Your good memoxy. * In a state of readineis. 
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need not lend to aaothor ; for, wen your godheadB 
to borrow of men, men would forsake the god*. 
Make the meat be beloyed mcnre than the man tibat 
^Tea it. Let no aaaembly of twenty be without a 
aeore of Tillaint. If there att twdye women at the 
table, let a dozen of them be — as they aj«. Thf 
rest of yoor feea, O g^da, — the senators ol Athens, 
tc^ther with the common lag ^ of people,— what is 
amiss in them, you gods, make suitable for de- 
struction. For tiiese my present friends,^— aa they 
are to be nothing, so in nothing blesa them, and to 
nothing they are w^come.' 

UncoTcr, dogs, and lap. 

[the dishes uncovered arefidl qfwarm water. 

Same speak. What does his lordship mean } 

Same other, I know not. 

TYnum. May you a better feast never behold, 
You knot of mouth-firiends ! smoke, and lukewarm 

water 
Is your perfection. This is Timon's last ; 
Who stuck and spangled you with flatteries. 
Washes it off, and sprinkles in your faces 

[throwing water in their /aces. 
Your reeking Tillany. live loathed, and long. 
Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites, 
Courteous destroyers, affiible wolves, meek bears. 
You foob of fortune, trencher-friends, time's flies. 



* The lowMt. 
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Gap and knee slaves, vapors, and minute-jacks I ^ 
Of man and beast, the infinite malady * 
Crust you quite o'er ! — What, dost thou go ? 
Soft, take thy physic first, — thou too, — and thou. 

[throws the dishes at them, and drives them out. 
Stav. I will lend thee money, borrow none. — 



\ 
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4 Lord. One day lie gives iub diamondB, next day 
stonee. [ExewU. 



ACT IV. 

SCUTB X. 

WUhcMt the waUt of Atheng. 

Enter timon. 

Timon. Let me look back upon thee, O thou wuU, 
That girdlest in those wolves ! Dive in the earth, 
And fence not Athens ! Matrons, turn incontinent ; 
Obedience £ul in children ! slaves, and fools. 
Pluck the grave wrinkled senate from the bench. 
And minister in their steads ! to general filths 
Convert o' the instant, green virginity ! 
Do 't in your parents' eyes ! bankrupts, hold fast ; 
Rather than render back, out with your knives. 
And cut your trusters' throats! bound servants, 

steal! 
Large-handed robbers your grave masters are. 
And pill ^ by law ! maid, to thy master's bed : 
Thy mistress is o' the brothel ! son of sixteen, 
Pluck the lined crutch from the old limping eke. 
With it beat out his brains ! piety, and fear. 
Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth. 
Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighborhood. 



PillH*. 
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Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades. 
Degrees, observances, customs, and laws. 
Decline to your confounding contraries,^ 
And yet confusion live ! — ^Plagues, incident to men. 
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SCBKB II. 

Athens. A roam in TSmon's house. 

Enter flaviub, with two or three ftBavANTS. 

1 Ser. Hear you, master steward, where 's our 
master? 
Are we undone ? cast off? nothing remaining ? 
Flav, Alack, my fellows, what should I say to 
you? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 
I am as poor as you. 

1 Ser, Such a house broke ! 

So noble a master fallen ! All gone ! and not 
One friend, to take his fortune by the arm, 
And go along with him ! 

2 Ser. As we do turn our backs 
From our companion, thrown into his grave ; 

So his familiars to his buried fortunes 

Slink all away ; leave their false vows with him. 

Like empty purses pick'd : and his poor self, 

A dedicated beggar to the air. 

With his disease of all-shunn'd poverty. 

Walks, like contempt, alone. — ^More of our fellows. 

Enter other sbryaitts. 

Flav. All broken implements of a ruin'd house. 

3 Ser. Yet do our hearts wear Timon's livery. 
That see I by our faces ; we are fellows still. 
Serving alike in sorrow. Leak'd is our bark ; 
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Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord ! 

He *B flung in rage from this nngratefiil seat 

Of monstrous friends : nor has he with him to 

Supply his life, or that which can command it. 

I 'U follow, and inquire him out : 

1 11 serve his mind with my best will ; 

Whilst I have gold. 111 be his steward still. lEsit. 

SCBFB III. 

Thewoodi. 

Enter timon. 

Timon, O blessed breeding sun, draw from the 
earth 
Rotten humidity ; below thy sister's ^ orb 
Infect the air ! Twinn'd brothers of one womb, — 
Whose procreation, residence, and birth 
Scarce is dividant, — ^touch them with several for- 
tunes; 
The greater scorns the lesser : not nature. 
To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great fortune. 
But by contempt of nature. 
Raise me this beggar, and deny 't that lord ; 
The sei^tor shall bear contempt hereditary. 
The beggar native honor. 
It is the pasture lards the brother*8 sides. 
The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who 
dares, 



i. e. the moon's, this sublunary world 
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In purity of manhood stand upright. 
And Bay» ' This man 's a flatterer ? ' if one be. 
So are they all ; for every grize ^ of fortune 
Is smoothed by that below : the learned pate 
Ducks to the golden fool. All is oblique ; 
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"^th senators on the bench : this is it. 
That makes the wappen'd ^ widow wed again : 
She, whom the spital-house, and ulcerous sores 
Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and spices 
To the April day again.* Come, damned earth. 
Thou common whore of mankind, that put'st odds 
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right nature.' [march afar ofj] Ha! a 

drum ? — ^Thou 'rt quick. 
But yet 1 11 bury thee ! Thou 'It go, strong thief. 
When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand. 
Nay, stay thou out for earnest. Ikeepmg some gold. 

Enter alcibiadbs, with drum and fife, in warlike 
manner ; phrtnia, and timakdaa. 

Ale, What art thou there ? 

Speak. 

Timon, A beast, as thou art. The canker gnaw 
thy heart. 
For showing me again the eyes of man ! 

Ale. What is thy name ? Is man so hateful to 
thee. 
That art thyself a man ? 

Timon. I am misanthropos, and hate mankind. 
For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog, 
That I might love thee something. 



1 Sorrowful. 

* i. e. rettorei to all the freshneM of yoath. 

* Lie in the earth where Nature laid thee. 
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Ah. I know thee well ; 

But in thy fortanes am unleam'd and strange. 
Thnon, I know thee too ; and more, than that I 
know thee, 
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Tinum. Thou saw'st them, when I had prosperity. 

Ah. I see them now : then was a blessed time. 

Thnon. As thine is now, held with a brace of 
harlots. 

Thmm. Is this the AAenian minion, whom the 
world 
Voiced so regardfiEdly ? 

Tmon. Art thon Timandra ? 

TimaM. Yes. 

Timon. Be a whore still ! they love thee not, that 
use thee: 
Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lust. 
Make use of thy salt hours : season the slaves 
For tubs and baths ; bring down rose-cheeked youth 
To the tub-fast and the diet. 

Tinum, Hang thee, monster ! ^ 

Ale. Pardon him, sweet Umandra ; for his wits 
Are drown'd and lost in his calamities. 
I have but little gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious band. I have heard, and grieved. 
How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth. 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbor states. 
But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon them, 

Timon. I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee 
gone. 

Ale. I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 

Ttmon. How dost thou pity him, whom thou dost 
trouble? 
I had rather be alone. 

Ale. Why, fare thee well : 
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Here 's some gold for thee. 

Timon, Keep 't ; I cannot eat it. 

Ale. When I have laid proud Athena on a 

heap, 

Timon. Warr'st thou 'gainst Athens ? 

Ale. Ay, llmon* and have cause. 

Timon, The gods confound them all i' thy con- 
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Think it a bastard, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfiilly pronounced thj throat shall cut. 
And mince it sans remorse t^ swear against ob- 
jects ;« 
Put armour on thine ears and on thine eyes ; 
Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes. 
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding. 
Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy 

soldiers: 
Make large confusion ; and, thy fury spent. 
Confounded be thyself! Speak not ; be gone. 
Ale, Hast thou gold yet ? 1 11 take the gold thou 
givest me. 
Not all thy counsel. 

Tinum. Dost thou, or dost thou not. Heaven's 
^ curse upon thee ! 
Phry. and Timcm, Oive us some gold, good Ilmon. 

Hast thou more ? 
Timon. Enough to make a whore forswear her 
trade. 
And to make whores a bawd. Hold up, you sluts. 
Your aprons mountant. You are not oathable, — 
Although, I know, you '11 swear, terribly swear. 
Into strong shudders, and to heavenly agues. 
The immortal gods that hear you, — spare your 

oaths; 
I '11 trust to your conditions.' Be whores still ; 



1 Without pity. ' i.e. of compassion. 

* Vocation. 
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And he whose pious breath seeks to ooiiTert you. 
Be strong in whore, allure him, bum him up ; 
Let your close fire predominate his smoke, 
And be no turncoats. Yet may 3rour pains, six 
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The source of all erection : — ^there 's more gold. 
Do you damh others, and let this damn you ; 
And ditches grave ^ 3rou all ! 

Pkry, and Ttmam, More counsel with more money, 

bounteous Tlmon. 
Tinum. More whore, more mischief first : I have 

given you earnest. 
Ale, Strike up the drum towards Athens. Fare- 
well, Ilmon : 
If I thrive well, 1 11 visit thee again. 

Timon, If I hope well, I 'U never see thee more. 
Ale. I never did thee harm. 
Tman. Yes, thou spokest well of me. 
Ale. Call'st thou that harm ? 

Timon. Men daily find it such. Oct thee away. 
And take thy beagles with thee. 

Ale. We but offend him. — 

Strike. Idrum beats. Exeunt Alcibiades, 

Phrynia, and Thnandra. 
Ihnon. That Nature, being sick of man's unkind- 
ness. 
Should yet be hungry ! Ck>mmon mother, thou, 

[digging. 
Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breast. 
Teems and feeds all ; whose self-same mettle. 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puff 'd. 
Engenders the black toad and adder blue, 
The gilded newt and eyeless venom'd worm,' 



■ Entomb. * The serpent called the blind worm. 
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With all the abhorred births below crisp ^ heaven. 
Whereon Hyperion's quickening fire doth shine ; 
Yield him» who all thy human sons doth hate. 
From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root ! 
Ensear < thy fertile and conceptious womb ; 
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man ; 
Oo great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears ; 
Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled mansion all above 
Never presented ! — O, a root, — dear thanks ! 
Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas ; 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts. 
And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mind. 
That from it all consideration slips ! 

Enter apbmantus. 

More man ? Plague ! plague ! 

Ape. I was directed hither. Men report. 
Thou dost affect my manners, and dost use them. 

THmon, Tis then, because thou dost not keep a 
dog. 
Whom I would imitate. Consumption catch thee ! 

Ape. This is in thee a nature but affected ; 
A poor unmanly melancholy, sprung 
From change of fortune. Why this spade? this 

place ? 
This slave-like habit ? and these looks of care ? 
Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft ; 



I Coryed, bent. * Cauterise. 
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Hug Uieir diseased perfumes, and have forgot 
That ever Hmon was. Shame not these woods, 
By putting on the cunning of a carper. 
Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee : hinge thy knee ; 
And let his very breath, whom thou 'It observe. 
Blow off thy cap ; praise his most vicious strain. 
And call it excellent. Thou wast told thus ; 
Thou gavest thine ears, like tapsters, that bid wel- 
come 
To knaves and all approachers : 'tis most just, 
That thou turn rascal ; hadst thou wealth again. 
Rascals should have't. Do not assume my like- 
ness. 
Tman, Were I like thee, I 'd throw away m3rself. 
Ape. Thou hast cast away thyself, being like 
thyself; 
A madman so long, now a fbol. What, think'st 
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain. 
Will put thy shirt on warm ? Will these moss'd 

trees. 
That have outlived the eagle, page thy heels. 
And skip when thou point'st out ? Will the cold 

brook. 
Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste. 
To cure thy o'er-night's surfeit ? Call the creatures. 
Whose naked natures live in aU the spite 
Of wreakfiil heaven ; whose bare unhoused trunks. 
To the conflicting elements exposed. 
Answer mere nature ; — bid them flatter thee : 
O! thou Shalt find 
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Timon, A fool of thee. Depart. 

Ape. I lore thee better now than e'er I did. 

Tmon, I hate thee worse. 

Ape. Why ? 

Timon. Thou flatter'st misery. 

Ape, I flatter not ; but say, thou art a caitiff. 

Timon. Why doet thou seek me out ? 

Ape. To vex thee. 

Timon. Always a villain's office, or a fool's. 
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To such as may the passive drugs of it 

Freely command, thou wouldst have plunged thyself 

In general riot ; melted down thy youUi 

In different beds of lust ; and never leam'd 

The icy precepts > of respect, but foUow'd 

The sugar'd game before thee^ But myself, 

Who had the world as my confectionary ; 

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of 

men 
At duty, more than I could frame employment ; 
That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak, have with one ^Knter's brush 
FeU from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every storm that blows ; — I, to bear this. 
That never knew but better, is some burden. 
Thy nature did commence in sufferance ; time 
HaUi made thee hard in 't. Why shouldst thou 

hate men ? 
They never flatter'd thee. What hast thou given ? 
If thou wilt curse, — thy father, that poor rag. 
Must be thy subject ; who, in spite, put stuff 
To some she beggar, and compounded thee. 
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence ! be gone ! 
If thou hadst not been bom the worst of men. 
Thou hadst been a knave ai^d flatterer. 

Ape, Art thou proud yet ? 

Timon. Ay, that I am not thee. 

Ape. I, that I was 



> The cold fonns. 
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No prodigal. 

Thnon. I, that I am one now. 
Were all the wealUi I have shut up in thee, 
I 'd give thee leave to hang it. Qet thee gone. 
That the whole life of Athens were in this 1 
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but the extremity of both ends. When thou wast in 
thy gilt and thy perfume, they mocked thee for too 
much curiosity ; > in thy rags thou knowest none, but 
art despised for the contrary. There 's a medlar for 
thee ; eat it. 

Timon, On what I hate I feed not. 

Ape, Dost hate a medlar ? 

Tinum, Ay, though it look like thee. 

Ajfe, An thou hadst hated medlers sooner, thou 
shouldst have loved thyself better now. What man 
didst thou ever know unthrift, that was beloved 
after his means ? 

Timon, Who, without those means thou talkest 
of, didst thou ever know beloved ? 

Ape, Myself. 

Timon. I understand thee : thou hadst some means 
to keep a dog. 

Ape. What things in the world canst thou 
nearest compare to thy flatterers ? 

TYmoji. Women nearest; but men, mea are the 
things themselves. What wouldst thou do with 
^e world, Apemantus, if it lay in thy power ? 

Ape. Give it the beasts, to be rid of the men. 

Timon. Wouldst thou have tliyself fall in the 
confusion of men, and remain a beast with the 
beasts? 

Ape. Ay, Timon. 

Timon. A beastly ambition, which the gods grant 



For too much finical delioaoy. 
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thee to attain to ! If thou wert the lion, the fox 
would beguile thee : if thou wert the lamb, the fox 
would eat thee : if thou wert the fox, the lion 
would suspect thee, when, peradventure, thou wert 
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catch it, and giye way. When I know not what 
dae to do, 1 11 see thee again. 

Tinum. When there is nothing living bnt thee, 
thou shalt be welcome. I had rather be a beggar's 
dog than Apemantos. 

Ape. Thou art the cap < of all the fools alive. 

Tisiofi. Would thou wert dean enough to spit 
upon. 

Ape. A plague on thee; thou art too bad to 
curse. 

Tinum. All villains, that do stand by thee, are 
pure. 

Ape. There is no leprosy, but what thou speak'st. 

Timon. If I name thee. 
1 11 beat thee, — ^but I should infect my hands. 

Ape. I would, my tongue could rot them off! 

Tisiofi. Away, thou issue of a mangy dog ! 
Choler does kill me, that thou art alive : 
I swoon to see thee. 

Ape. Would thou wouldst burst ! 

Tinum. Away, 

Thou tedious rogue ! I am sorry I shall lose 
A stone by thee. Ithrows a stone at him. 

Ape, Beast ! 

Tinum. Slave ! 

Ape. Toad! 

Timon. Rogue, rogue, rogue ! 

lApemantus retreats backward, as going. 



' The top, the principal. 



Digitized by 



Google 



BOBNB III. TIMON OF ATRBN8. 247 

I am sick of this fiilse world ; and will love naught 
But even the mere necessities upon it. 
Then, "nmon, presently prepare thy grave ; 
lie where the light foam of the sea may beat 
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TIman* Long live so, luid so die ! — I am quit. 

[Exit Apemtmhu. 
More thingB like men?— Eat, Timoii, and abhor 
them. 

Enter thibtbs. 

1 Thief. Where should he have tiiis gold? It is 
some poor fragment, some slender ort of his remain- 
der. The mere want of gold, and the falling-from 
of his friends, drove him into this melancholy. 

2 Tkief, It is noised, he hath a mass of treasure. 
S Tkief. Let us make the assay upon him : if he 

care not for % he will supply us easily ; if he co- 
vetously reserve it, how shall 's get it ? 

2 Tkief. True ; for he bears it not about him ; 
'tis hid. 

1 7^11^. Is not this he? 
Thieves. Where? 

2 Tkief. Tib his deecription. 
S Tkief. He; I know him. 
T^ievei. Save thee, llmon. 
Tinum. Now, thieves ? 
meve$. Soldiers, not thieves. 
T^NOfi. Both too, and women's sons. 

meves. We are not thieves, but men that much 

do want. 
Timon. Your greatest want is, you want much of 
meat. 
Why should you want? Behold, the earth hath 
, roots; 
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Within this mile break forth a hundred springs : 
The oaks bear mast, the briers scarlet hips ; 
The bounteous housewife, Nature, on each bush 
Lays her full mess before you. Want ? why want ? 
1 Thief, We cannot live on grass, on berries, 
water. 
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The lawB, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
Haye uncheck'd theft. Love not yourselYes ; away ; 
Rob one another. There 's more gold : cat throats ; 
All that you meet are thieves : to Athena, go. 
Break open ahope ; nothing can you steal. 
But thieyes do lose it. Steal not less, for this 
I give you ; and gold confound you howsoever ! 
Amen. [Tiwum retires to his awe. 

3 Thief. He has almost charmed m^ from my 
profession, by persuading me to it. 

1 Thief, 'TIS in the malice of mankind, that he 
thus advises us; not to have us thrive in our 
mystery. 

2 JlUef. 1 11 believe him as an enemy, and give 
over my trade. 

1 Thief, Let us first see peace in Athens. There 
is no time so miserable, but a man may be true.^ 

[EsewU I%ieves. 

Enter flavius. 

Flav, O you gods ! 
Is yon despised and ruinous man my lord ? 
Full of decay and failing ? O monument 
And wonder of good deeds evilly bestow'd ! 
What an alteration of honor has 
Desperate want made ! 

What viler thing upon the earth, than friends. 
Who can bring noblest minds to basest ends ? 
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How rarely ^ does it meet with this time's giiise^ 
When man was wish'd < to love his enemies ! 
Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo 
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Strange times, that weep with laughing^ not with 

weeping! 
Flav. I beg of yon to know me, good my lord ; 
To accept my grief; and, whilat this poor wealth 

lasts. 
To entertain me as your steward still. 

Tkmm. Had I a steward so tme, so just, and 

now 
So comfortable ? It almost turns 
My dangerous nature wild. Let me behold 
Thy face. Surely, this man was bom of woman. 
Forgtre my general and exceptiess rashness. 
You perpetual-sober gods ! I do proclaim 
One honest man, — mistake me not, — but one ; . 
No more, I pray, — and he is a steward. 
How fain would I have hated all mankind. 
And thou redeem'st thyself ! But all, save thee, 
I fell with curses. 

Methinks, thou art more honest now than wise ; 
For, by oppressing and betraying me. 
Thou mig^tst have sooner got another service : 
For many so arrive at second masters. 
Upon their first lord's neck. But tell me true, 
(For I must ever doubt, though ne'er so sure) 
Is not thy kindness subtie, covetous. 
If not a usuring kindness ; and, as rich men deal 

gifts. 
Expecting in return twenty for one ? 

Flav. No, my most worthy master, in whose 

breast 
Doubt and suspect, alas, are placed too late : 
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You should have fear'd fialse times, when you did 

feast: 
Suspect still comes where an estate is least. 
That which I show. Heaven knows, is merely love. 
Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind. 
Care of your food and living : and, believe it. 



Digitized by 



Google 



254 TIMON OF ATHBNS. ACT T. 

Cunes, etay not; fly, whilst thou'rt bless'd and 

free. 
Ne'er tee thou man, and let me ne'er see thee. 



ACT V. 

SCBKB I. 

The $ane. Before Timan's cave. 
Enter pobt and paintbb ; timon behind, unseen. 

Paint. As I took note of the place, it cannot be 
fiar where he abides. 

Poet. What 's to be thought of him ? Does the 
mmor hold for true, that he is so fall of gold ? 

Paint. Certain. Alcibiades reports it; Phrynia 
and Tlmandra had gold of him : he likewise enriched 
poor straggling soldiers with great quantity. Tis 
said, he gaye unto his steward a mighty sum. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but a 
try for his friends. 

Paint. Nothing else : you shall see him a palm in 
Athens again, and florish with the highest. There- 
fore, 'tis not amiss, we tender our loves to him, in 
this supposed distress of his : it will show honestly 
in us ; and is very likely to load our purposes with 
what they travel for, if it be a just and true report 
that goes of his having. 

Poet. What have you now to present unto him ? 
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Paint. Nothing at this time but my visitation; 
only I will promise him an excellent piece. 

Poet. I most serve him so too ; tell him of an 
intent that 's coming toward him. 

Paint. Good as the best. Promising is the very 
air o' the time ; it opens the eyes of expectation : 
performance is ever the duller for his act ; and, but 
in the plainer and simpler kind of people, the deed 
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Come. 

Thmm. 1 11 meet 70a at the tarn. What a god 's 
gold. 
That he is worshipped in a baser temple. 
Than where swine feed ! 
Tis thou that rigg'st the baxk, and ploogh'st the 

foam; 
Settlest admired reverence in a slave. 
To thee be worship ; and thy saints for aye 
Be crown'd with plagaes, that thee alone obey ! 
Fit I do meet them. [odimnciMg. 

Poet. Hail, worthy Timon ! 

Paini, Our late noble master. 

Thnon. Have I once lived to see two honest men ? 

Poet. Sir, 
Having often of your open bounty tasted, 
' Hearing you were retired, your fHends follen off. 
Whose thankless natures^— -O abhcnrred spirits ! 
Not all the whips of heaven are large enough — 
What? to you. 

Whose star-like nobleness gave life and influence 
To their whole being ! I 'm rapt, and cannot cover 
The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any size of words. 

Timon. Let it go naked, men may see't the 
better. 
You, that are honest, by being what you are. 
Make them best seen and known. 

Paint. He and myself 

Have travell'd in the great shower of your gifts. 
And sweetly felt it. 



Digitized by 



Google 



BCBNB I. TIMON OF ATHBN8. 257 

2imafi. Ay, you are honest men. 

Paint. We are hither come to o£Fer you our 

service. 
Timon. Most honest men! Why, how shall I 
requite you ? 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water ? no. 
Both. What we can do, we 11 do, to do you ser- 
vice. 
Timon. You are honest men. You have heard 
that I have gold; 
I am sure, you hare : speak truth : you are honest 
men. 
PahU. So it is said, my noUe lord: hut therefore 
Came not my friend nor I. 
Thnon. Gk>od honest men! — Hiou draw'st a 
counterfeit * 
Best in all Athens : thou art, indeed, the best ; 
Thou counterfeit'st most lively. 
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Bath. Beseech your honor. 

To make it known to us. 

Timan. You 11 take it HI. 

Bath. Most thankfully, my lord. 

2imafi. Will you, indeed ? 

Bath. Doubt it not, wmthy lord. 

Tinum. There 's ne'er a one of you but trusts a 
knaTe, 
That mightily deceives you. 

Both. Do we, my lord ? 

Timon. Ay, and you hear him cog, see him db- 
semble. 
Know his gross patchery, love him, feed him. 
Keep in your bosom : yet remain assured. 
That he 's a made-up ^ Tillain. 

Paini. I know none such, my lord. 

Poet. Nor 1. 

Tinum. Look you, I lore you well : 1 11 give you 
gold. 
Rid me these villains from your companies : 
Hang them, or stab them, drown them in a draught. 
Confound them by some course, and come to me, 
1 11 give you gold enough. 

Bath. Name them, my lord ; let 's know them. 

Timan. You tiiat way, and you this, but two in 
company. 
Each man q>art, all single and alone. 
Yet an arch-villain keeps him company. 
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If, where thou art, two yillains shall not be, 

[to the Painter. 
Come not near him. — If thou wouldst not reside 

[to the Poet. 
But where one Tillain is, then him abandon. 
Hence ! pack ! there 's gold ; ye came for gold, je 

slayes! 
You ha^ 

You are 
Out, ras 
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And chance it as it may. 

Flao, Here is his cave. 

Peace and content be here ! Lord Hmon ! Timc»it 
Look out, and speak to friends. The Athenians, 
By two of their most reverend senate, greet thee. 
Speak to them, noble Timon. 

Bnier timoit. 

Timan. Thou son, tiiat comfort'st, bum ! — Speak, 
and be hang'd : 
For each true word, a bKster ; and each false 
Be as a cauterizing to the root o' the tongue. 
Consuming it with speaking ! 

1 8e, Worthy Tlmon, 

Timcm. Of none but such as you, and you of 

Tlmon. 

2 8e. The senators of Athens greet thee, llmon. 
Timon, I thank them ; and would send them back 

the plague. 
Could I but catch it for them. 

1 8e. O, forget 
What we are sorry for ourselves in thee. 
The senators, with one consent of love. 
Entreat thee back to Athens ; who have thought 
On special dignities, which vacant lie 

For thy best use and wearing. 

2 8e. They confess 
Toward thee forgetfulness too general, gross ; 
Which now the public body, — which doth sddom 
Flay the recanter, — feeling in itself 
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A lack of llmon's aid, hath sense withal 
Of its own fall, restraining aid to Timon ; 
And send forth us, to make their sorrow'd render,^ 
Together with a recompense more froitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by the dram ; 
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Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 

That 'Hmon cares not : but if he sack fair Athens, 

And take our goodly aged men by the beards, 

Oiying our holy virgins to the stain 

Of contumelious, beastly, mad-brain'd war ; 

Then, let him know, — and, tell him, Hmon speaks 

it. 
In pity of our aged, and our youth, 
I cannot choose but tell him, that — I care not, 
And let him take 't at worst ; for their knives care 

not. 
While you have throats to answer : for myself. 
There 's not a whittle * in the unruly camp. 
But I do prize it at my love before 
The reverend'st throat in Athens. So I leave you 
To the protection of the prosperous * gods. 
As thieves to keepers. 

Flao. Stay not; all 'sin vain. 

TisuMi. Why, I was writing of my epitaph ; 
It will be seen to-morrow : my long sickness 
Of health and living now begins to mend. 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live still : 
Be Alcibiades your plague, you his. 
And last so long enough ! 

1 St. We speak in vain. 

Tlrnum. But yet I love my country ; and am not 
One that rejoices in the conmion wreck. 
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As oommon bruit ^ doth put it. 

1 8e. That 's well spoke. 

Timan, Commend me to my loving country- 
men,—^— 

1 8e. These words become your lips as they pass 

through them. 

2 8e. And enter in our ears, like great triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 

TimoH. Commend me to them ; 

And tell them, that, to ease them of their griefs. 
Their fears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses. 
Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 
That nature's fragile vessel doth sustain 
In life's uncertain voyage, I will some kindness do 

them: 
1 11 teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades' wrath. 

2 Se, I like this well ; he will return again. 

Thnon. I have a tree, which grows here in my 
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Timon. Gome not to me tgain ; Trataay to Atiien*, 
Tlmon hath made his eyerlaating mansion 
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood ; 
Whom once a day with his embossed ^ froth 
The turbulent surge shall cover ; thither come» 
And let my grave-stone be your oracle. 
Lips, let sour words go by« and language end : 
What is amiss, plague and infection mend ! 
Ghraves only be men's works, and death their gain ! 
Sun, hide thy beams I Tlmon hath done his reign. 

[EsitTinum. 

1 Se. His discontents are unremovably 
Coupled to nature. 

2 8e. Our hope in him is dead : let us return. 
And strain what other means is left unto us 

In our dear* peril. 

1 8e. It requires swift foot. [Exewni. 

scBFB in. 

The widls of Athens. 
Enter two sbkatoes and mbssbnobk. 

1 8e, Thou hast painfully discover'd: are his 
files 
As full as thy report ? 

Mee, I have spoke the least : 

Besides, his expedition promises 
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Present approach. 
H 8e. We stand much hazard^ if they hring not 

Tlmon. 
Me9. I met a courier* one mine ancient friend ; — 
Whom, though in general part we were opposed. 
Yet our old love made a particular force. 
And made us speak like friends. This man was 

riding 
From Aldhiades to Tlmon's cave. 
With letters of entreaty, which imported 
His fellowship i' the cause against your city. 
In part for his sake moved. 
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Dead, sure ; and this his graye. 

What 's on this tomh I cannot read ; the character 

1 11 take with wax. 

Onr detain hatii in every figure skill ; 

An aged interpreter, though young in days. 

Before <proud Athens he 's set down hy this. 

Whose £dl the mark of his amhition is. {Exit. 



SCENE y. 

Before the waUs of Athens. 

Jhmpets sound. Enter alcibiabss and forces. 

Ale. Sound to this coward and lascivious town 
Our terrible approach. [a parley sounded. 

Enter senators on the walls. 

'nil now, you have gone on, and fill'd the time 
With all licentious measure, making your wUls 
The scope of justice : till now, myself, and such 
As slept within the shadow of your power. 
Have wander'd with our traversed arms,^ and 

breathed 
Our sufferance vainly. Now the time is flush,* 
When crouching marrow, in the bearer strong. 
Cries, of itself, ' No more :' now breathless wrong 
Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease ; 
And pursy insolence shall break his wind 
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With fear and horrid flight. 

1 Se, Noble and young. 

When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit. 
Ere thou hadst power, or we had cause of fear. 
We sent to thee, to give thy rages balm. 
To wipe out our ingratitude with loves 
Above their quantity. 
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Let die the spotted. 

1 8e. All have not offended ; 
For those that were, it is not square,^ to take« 
On those that are, rerenges : crimes, like lands. 
Are not inherited. Then, dear countrjrman. 
Bring in thy ranks, hut leave without thy rage : 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and those Idn, 
Which, in the hloster of thy wrath, most fall 
VHA. those that have offended : like a shepherd* 
Approach the fold, and cull the infected forth. 
But kill not altogether. 

2 8e. What thou wUt, 
Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile. 
Than hew to 't with thy sword. 

1 8e. Set but thy foot 
Against our ramiured gates, and they shall ope ; 
So thou wilt send thy gentle heart before. 

To say, thou It enter fiiendly. 

2 Se. Throw thy gloye. 
Or any token of thine honor else. 

That thou wilt use the wan as thy redress. 
And not as our confiiuon, all ^y powers 
Shall make their harbor in our town, till we x 
Have seal'd thy fuU desire. 

Ale. Then there 's my g^ove : 

Descend, and qpen your uncharged ports.' 
Those enemies of llmon's, and mine own. 
Whom you yoursdves shall set out for reproof. 



> Not equitable. • Unattacked gates. 
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Fall, and no more : and, to atone ^ your feara 
With my more noble meaning, — not a man 
Shall pass his quarter, or offend the stream 
Of regular justice in your city's bounds. 
But shall be remedied, to your public laws 
At heaviest answer. 

Both, Ti» most nobly spoken. 

Ale, Descend, and keep your words. 

J%e Senators descend, and open the gates. 

Enter soldibb. 

8oL Mj noble general, Timon is dead ; 
Entomb'd upon the yery hem o' the sea : 
And, on his graye-stone, this insculpture, which 
With wax I brought away, whose soft impression 
Interprets for my poor ignorance. 
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Though thou abhorr'dBt in us our human griefs, 
Scom'dBt our brain's flow,^ and those our droplets, 

which 
From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit 
Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for aye 
On thy low graye, on faults forgiven. Dead 
Is noUe Timon ; of whose memory 
Hereafter more. — Bring me into your city« 
And I will use the olive with my sword ; 
Make war breed peace, make peace stint^ war; 

make each 
IVescribe to other, as each other's leech.' 
Let our drums strike. lEseunt. 



* Twurs. • Slop. * Phyndsa. 
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which period it appears to hare been written. Mr. 
Malone has marked with doable inverted commas 
those passages, in which he supposes the hand of 
Shakspeare may be traced. 

* All the editors and critics/ remarks Dr. Johnson, 
* agree in supposing this play spurious. I see no rea- 
son for differing from them ; for the color of the style 
is wholly different from that of the other plays ; and 
there is an attempt at regular versiOcation, and arti- 
ficial closes, not always inelegant, yet seldom pleasing. 
The barbarity of the spectacles, and the general 
massacre, which are here exhibited, can scarcely be 
conceired tolerable to any audience ; yet we are told 
by Jonson, that they were not only borne, but praised. 
That Shakspeare wrote any part, though Theobald 
declares it incontestaUAt I see no reason for be- 
lieTing.' 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



SiTOBNiif ut, ton to the lata mnperor of Rome, and tftenrarde 

declared emperor himielf. 
Bamianus, brother to Sataminut ; in Ioto with La^inia. 
Titus Am Dsoincui, a noble Roman, general against the Gotha. 
Marcus Ahdboicicus, tribune of the people ; and brother to 

Titos. 
Lucius, -v 

QuiNTUs, /^ ^ Yj^^j^ Androniooi. 

Mabtius, I 

MUTIUS, ^ 

Young Lucius, a boy, son to Lucius. 
PuBLius, son to Marcus the tribune. 
iEMiLius, a noble Roman. 

AukRBUS, •\ 

Chiron, Saons to Tamonu 

Demxtrius, 3 

Aaron, a Moor, beloved byTamora. 

Captain, Tribunb, Missbngbr, and Clown ; Romans. 

Gotha and Romans. 

Tamora, queen of the Goths. 
Latinia, daughter to Titua Andronicus. 
Nursb, and a black Child. 

Kinsmen of Titua, Senators, Tribunes, Officers, Soldiers, 
and Attendants. 

SoBNB, Rome, and the country near it. 
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If ever Bassianus^ Caesar's son. 

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 

Keep dien this passage to the Capitol ; 

" And suffer not dishonor to approach 

" The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate, 

" To justice, continence, and nobility : 

" But let desert in pure election shine ; 

" And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice. 

Enter jcascus andronicus aloft, with the crown. 

Mar. Princes, — ^that strive by factions and by 
friends 
Ambitiously for rule and empery, — 
Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we stand 
A special party, have, by common voice. 
In election for the Roman empery. 
Chosen Andronicus, sumamed Pius 
For many good and great deserts to Rome. 
A nobler man, a braver warrior. 
Lives not this day within the city walls : 
He by the senate is accited ^ home 
From weary wars against the barbarous Goths ; 
That, with his sons, a terror to our foes. 
Hath yoked a nation strong, train'd up in arms. 
Ten years are spent, since first he undertook 
This cause of Rome, and chastised with his arms 
Our enemies' pride. Five times he hath retum'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons 
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In coffins from the field ; 
And now at last, laden with honor's spoils. 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus, florishing in arms.' 
Let us entreat, — ^by honor of his name. 
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Conunit myself, my person, and the cause. 

[Egeunt the followers of Saturmnus. 
Rome, be as just and gracious unto me. 
As I am confident and kind to thee. 
Open the gates, and let me in. 

Bos. Tribunes ! and me, a poor competitor. 
ISatttminus and Bassianus go itUo the Capitol, and 
exeunt with Senators, Marcus, Sfc. 



The same. 

Enter captain and others. 

Cap. Romans, make way : the good Andronicus, 
Patron of virtue, Rome's best champion. 
Successful in the battles that he fights. 
With honor and with fortune is retum'd. 
From where he circumscribed with his sword. 
And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome. 

Florish of trumpets, SfC. Enter mutius and jcar- 
Tius : after them, two men bearing a coffin covered 
with black; then quintus and lucius. After 
them, TITUS ANOBONicus ; and then tamora, with 

ALARBUS, CHIRON, DBMSTRIUS, AARON, and Other 

Goths, prisoners ; soldiers and people following. 
The bearers set down the coffin, and Titus speaks. 

Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious in thy tnouming 
weeds! 
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Lo, as the baik» that hath discharged her fraught. 
Returns with precious lading to the bay. 
From whence at first she weigh'd her anchorage, 
Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs. 
To resalute his country with his tears ; 
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That we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile. 
Ad manes fratrum sacrifice his flesh. 
Before this earthly prison of their bones ; 
That so the shadows be not unappeased. 
Nor we disturb'd with prodigies on earth.^ 

Tit, I give him you ; the noblest that survives. 
The eldest son of this distressed queen. 

Tom, Stay, Roman brethren! — Gracious con- 
queror. 
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed, 
A mother's tears in* passion * for her son : 
And, if thy sons were ever dear to thee, 
O, think my son to be as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautify thy triumphs, and return, 
Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoke ; 
But must my sons be slaughter'd in the streets. 
For valiant doings in their country's cause ? 
O ! if to fight for king and commonweal 
Were piety in thine, it is in these. 
Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood. 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods ? 
Draw near them then in being merciful. 
Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge : 
Thrice-noble Htus, spare my first-bom son. 

Tit. Patient yourself, madam, and pardon me. 
These are their brethren, whom you Goths beheld 



1 It wai mpposed by the ancienta that the ghoats of on- 
buried people appeared to solicit the rites of fiineral. 
* Suffering. 
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Alive, and dead ; and for their brethren slain. 
Religiously they ask a sacrifice. 
To this your son is mark'd ; and die he must. 
To appease their groaning shadows that are gone. 
Lucius. Away with him ! and make a fire straight ; 
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And entrails feed the sacrifidng fire, 
Whoee smoke, like incense, doth perfume the sky. 
Remaineth naught, but to inter our brethren. 
And with loud larums welcome them to Rome. 

7^. Let it be so, and let Andronicus 
Make this his latest farewell to their souls. 

[trumpetB founded, and the coJUu laid w the tomb. 
*' In peace and honor rest you here, my sons ; 
*' Rome's readiest champions, repose you here in 

rest, 
" Secure from worldly chances and mishaifo ! 
" Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells, 
" Here grow no damned grudges; here are no 

storms, 
" No noise, but silence and eternal sleep : 

Enter lavinia. 

In peace and honor rest you here, my sons ! 

Lav, In peace and honor live lord Titus long ; 
My noble lord and father, live in fame ! 
Lo ! at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render, for my brethren's obsequies ; 
And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy 
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome. 
O, bless me here with thy victorious hand. 
Whose fortunes Rome's best citizens applaud. 

Tit, Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly re- 
served 
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart !— 
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Lavinia, live ; outUve thy father's days. 
And fame's eternal date, for yirtue's praise ! ^ 

Enter jcarcus anoronicus, saturninus, bassianus, 
and others. 
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Wliat ! should I don > this robe, and trouble you ? 
Be chosen with proclamations to-day ; 
To-morrow, yield up rule, resign my life. 
And set abroad new business for you all ? 
Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years. 
And led my country's strength succ^sfiilly ; 
And buried one and twenty valiant sons. 
Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms. 
In right and service of their noble country. 
Give me a staff of honor for mine age. 
But not a sceptre to control the world. 
Upright he held it, lords, that held it last. 

Mar, Htus, thou shalt obtain and ask the em- 
pery. 

Sat, Proud and ambitious tribune, canst thou 
teU?— 

Tit, Patience, prince Saturnine. 

Sat, Romans, do me right : 

Patricians, draw your swords, and sheathe them not 
THI Satuminus be Rome's emperor. 
Andronicus, would thou wert shipp'd to hell. 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts. 

Lucius. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee ! 

Tit, Content thee, prince ; I will restore to thee 
The people's hearts, and wean them from them- 
selves. 

Bos, Andronicus, I do not flatter thee. 



t Put on. 
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But honor thee, and will do till I die. 
My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends, 
I will most thankful be ; and thanks, to men 
Of noble minds, is honorable meed. 

Tit. People of Rome, and people's tribunes here. 
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Thy name and honorable fiemiily, 

Lavinia will I make my empereta, 

Rome's royal miatresa, miatreaa of my heart. 

And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse. 

Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion please thee ? 

Tit. It doth, my worthy lord ; and» in this match, 
I hold me highly honor'd of your grace : 
And here, in sight of Rome, to Saturnine, — 
King and commander of our commonweal. 
The wide world's emperor,— do I consecrate 
My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners ; 
Presents well worthy Rome's imperial lord. 
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe. 
Mine honor's ensigns humbled at thy feet. 

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life ! 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome shall record ; and, when I do forget 
The least of these unspeakable deserts, 
Romans, forget your fealty to me. 

Tit. Now, madam, are you prisoner to an em- 
peror; [to Tamora. 
To him, that for your honor and your state,^ 
Will use you nobly, and your followers. 

Sat. A goodly lady, trust me ; of the hue 
That I would choose, were I to choose anew. — 
Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance : 
Though chance of war hath wrought this change of 
cheer,* 



Coantenance. 
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Thou comest not to be made a scorn in Rome : 
Princely shall be thy usage every way. 
Rest on my word, and let not discontent 
Daunt all your hopes. Madam, he comforts you. 
Can make you greater than the queen of Goths. 
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Bear hit betrothed from all die world away. 

IS^etmi Marcus and BassiamtM, with Lavmia. 

Mut, Brothers, help to convey her hence away. 
And with my sword 1 11 keep this door safe. 

lExennt Lucius, Quimtus, and Martius. 

TU, Follow, my lord, and I '11 soon bring her back. 

Mut. My lord, you pass not here. 

Tit. What, villain boy ! 

Barr'st me my way in Rome ? [Titus kUls Mutius, 

Mut, Help, Lucius, help ! 

Re-enter lucius. 

Lucius. My lord, you are unjust ; and, more than 
so. 
In wrongful quarrel you have slain your son. 

Tit. Nor thou nor he are any sons of mine ; 
My sons would never so dishonor me. 
Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor. 

Lucius. Dead, if you will ; but not to be his wife. 
That is another's lawful promised love. lEsit. 

*' Sat. No, Titus, no ; the emperor needs her not, 
" Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock. 
" I 'U trust, by leisure, him that mocks me once ; 
" Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons, 
" Confederates all thus to dishonor me. 
" Was there none else in Rome to make a stale,' 
" But Saturnine ? Full well, Andronicus, 
" Agree these deeds with that proud brag of thine» 
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" That said'st, I begg*d the empire at thy hands. 
" TU, O monstrous ! what reproachfvd words are 

these! 
Sat. But go thy ways; go, give that changing 
piece 
To him that florish'd for her with his sword. 
A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy ; 
One fit to handy with thy lawless sons. 
To ruffle ^ in the commonwealth of Rome. 

Tit, These words are razors to my wounded 

heart. 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of 
Goths,— 
That, like the stately Phoebe * 'mongst her nymphs. 
Dost overshine the gallant*st dames of Rome, — 
If thou be pleased with this my sudden choice. 
Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride. 
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Tarn. And here, in sight of heaven* to Rome I 
swear. 
If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths, 
She will a handmaid be to his desires, 
A loving nurse, a mother to his youth. 

Sat. Ascend, fair queen. Pantheon. — Lords, ac- 
company 
Your noble emperor, and his lovely bride. 
Sent by the Heavens for prince Saturnine, 
Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered : 
There shall we consummate our spousal rites. 

[Exeunt Satuminus and his followers, Tamora 
and her Sons, Aaron and Goths, 
Tit. I am not bid > to wait upon this bride. 
I^tus, when wert thou wont to walk alone. 
Dishonored thus, and challenged of wrongs ? 

Re-enter mabcus, lucius, quintus, and mabtivs. 

Mar. O, Titus, see, O, see, what thou hast done! 
In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous sod. 

Ht. No, foolish tribune, no ; no son of mine ; — 
Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed 
That hath dishonored all our family ; 
Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons ! 

Lucius. But let us give him burial, as becomes : 
Give Muldus burial with our brethren. 

Tit. Traitors, away ! he rests not in this tomb. 
This monument five hundred years hath stood. 
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Which I have sumptuously re-edified. 
Here none but soldiers and Rome's servitors 
Repose in fame ; none basely slain in brawls. 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 
Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you. 
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Mmr. Renowned Titos, mare than half my 
■onl,— 

Lucimi. Dear £aher, tool and tobatance of us 
aU. 

Mmr. Suffer thj brotiier Marcos to inter 
His noble nephew here in virtoe's nest. 
That died in honor and Lavinia's caose. 
Thoo art a Roman ; be not barbarous : 
The Greeks, opon adyice, did bury Ajax, 
That slew himself; and wise Laertes' son 
Did graciously plead for his funerals. 
Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy. 
Be barr'd his entrance here. 

Tit. Rise, Marcus, rise. 

The dismall'st day is this that e'er I saw. 
To be dishonor'd by my sons in Rome ! — 
Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 

[Mutius iipU into the tomb. 

Luciui. There lie thy bones, sweet Mutius, with 
thy Mends, 
Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb ! 

AU. No man shed tears for noble Mutius : 
He lives in fame that died in virtue's cause. 

Mar. My lord, — to step out of these dreary 
dumps, — 
How comes it, that the subtle queen of GK>ths 
Is of a sudden thus advanced in Rome } 

Tit. I know not, Marcus ; but, I know, it is ; 
Whether by device or no, the Heavens can tell. 
Is she not then beholden to the man 
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That brought her for this high good torn bo hi} 
Yes, and will nobly him remunerate. 

Florish, Re-enter, at one side, saturkikus, at- 
tended; TAMORA, CHIRON, OSMBTRIU8, OJU^ AARON : 
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To be contrord in that he frankly gave. 
Receive him then to favor. Saturnine ; 
That hath expreM'd himself, in all his deeds, 
A father and a friend to thee and Rome. 

TU, Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds : 
'Tis thou, and those, that have dishonored me. 
Rome and the righteous Heavens be my judge. 
How I have loved and honor'd Saturnine ! 

Tarn. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in Uiose princely eyes of thine. 
Then hear me speak indiflPerenUy for all ; 
And at my suit, sweet, pardon what is past. 

Sat. What ! madam ! be dishonored openly, 
And basely put it up without revenge ? 

Tam, Not so, my lord : the gods of Rome fote- 
fend,i 
I should be author to dishonor you ! 
But, on mine honor, dare I undertake 
For good lord Titus' innocence in all. 
Whose fury, not dissembled, speaks his griefs. 
Then, at my suit, look graciously on him ; 
Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose. 
Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle heart. — 
My lord, be ruled by me ; be won at last ; 
Dissemble all your griefs and discontents. 
You are but newly planted in your throne. 
Lest then the people and patricians too. 
Upon a just survey, take Titus' part. 



Forbid. 
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And 80 supplant us for ingratitude, 
(Which Rome reputes to be a heinous sin) 
Yield at entreats, and then let me alone : 
I '11 find a day to massacre them all. 
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> That, what we did, waa mildly, as we might. 
Tendering our siBter't honor and our own. 

Mar. That on mine honor here I do protest. 

Sat, Away, and talk not ; trouble us no more. 

Tom, Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all be 
friends. 
The tribone and his nephews kneel for grace : 
I will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back. 

8at. Marcos, for diy sake, and thy brother's here. 
And at my lovely Tunora's entreats, 
I do remit diese yonng men's heinous faults. 
Stand up. 

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 
I found a friend ; and sure as death I swore, 
I would not part a bachelor from the priest. 
Come, if the emperor's court can feast two brides, 
Y^ou are my guest, Lavinia, and your friends : 
This day shall be a loye-day, Tamora. 

Tit. To-morrow, an it please your majesty,. 
To hunt the pandier and the hart with me. 
With horn and hound, we 'U give your grace btm 
jour. 

Sat. Be it so, Titus, and gramercy ^ too. 

[Eseunt. 



> Probably here a oontraction of grand merei, i. e. I thank 
you. 
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And see his shipwreck, and his commonweal's. 
Holla ! what storm is this ? 

Enter chiron and dbmbtritts, braving, 

Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants 
edge. 
And manners, to intrude where I am graced ; 
And may, for aught thou know'st, affected ^ be. 

Chi, Demetrius, thou dost overween in all ; 
And so in this, to bear me down with braves. 
Tis not the difference of a year or two 
Makes me less gracious, thee more fortunate : 
I am as able and as fit as thou 
To serve and to deserve my mistress' grace ; 
And that my sword upon Uiee shall approve. 
And plead my passions for Lavinia's love. 

Aaron. Clubs, clubs ! > these lovers will not keep 
the peace. 

Dem. Why, boy, although our mother, unadvised. 
Gave you a dancing-rapier by your side. 
Are you so desperate grown, to threat your friends ? 
Go to ; have your lath glued within your sheath. 
Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. Meanwhile, sir, with the little skill I have. 
Full well shalt thou perceive how much I dare. 

Dem, Ay, boy, grow ye so brave ? [they draw. 



> Beloved. 

* This was the usual outcry for assistance when any riot 
happened, in our author's time. 
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Aaron. Why, how now, lords ? 

So near the emperor's palace dare you draw. 
And maintain such a quarrel openly ? 
Full well I wot ^ the ground of all this grudge. 
I would not for a million of gold. 
The cause were known to them it most concerns : 
Nor would your noble mother, for much more. 
Be so dishonor'd in the court of Rome. 
For shame ; put up. 

Dem. Not I, till I have sheathed 

My rapier in his bosom, and, withal. 
Thrust these reproachful speeches down his throat. 
That he hath breathed in my dishonor here. 

Chi. For that I am prepared and full resolved. 
Foul-spoken coward I that thunder'st with thy 

tongue. 
And with thy weapon nothing darest perform. 

Aaron. Away, I say. 
Now by the gods, that warlike Gk>ths adore. 
This petty brabble will undo us all. 
Why, lords, — and think you not how dangerous 
It is to jut upon a prince's right ? 
What, is Lavinia then become so loose. 
Or Bassianus so degenerate. 
That for her love such quarrels may be broach'd 
Without controlment, justice, or revenge ? 
Young lords, beware ! an should the empress know 
This discord's ground, the music would not please. 



Know. 
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Chi. I care not, I, knew the and all tiie worid : 
I love Lavinia more tiian all die worid. 

Deal. Yonngling, learn dum to make aome meaner 
choice: 
LaTinia ia thine elder brother'a hope. 

Amram. Why, are jt mad ? or know ye not, in 
Rome 
How fdiions and impatient they be. 
And cannot brook competitors in love ? 
I tell you, lords, yon do but plot your deaths 
By this device. 

Chi. Aaron, a diousand deaths 

Would I propose,^ to achieye her whom I love. 

Aaron, To achiere her ! — How ? 

Dem. Why makest thou it so strange ? 

She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd ; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won ; 
She is Lavinia, therefore must be loved. 
What, man ! more water glideth by die mill 
Than wots the miller of; and easy it is 
Of a cut loaf to steal a shive,* we know. 
Though Bassianus be the emperor's brother. 
Better than he have worn Vulcan's badge. 

Aaron, Ay, and as good as Satuminus may. 

[aside, 
* Dem. Then why should he despair, that knows to 
court it 
With words, £eur looks, and liberality ? 



i. e. propose to rentore. ' Slice. 
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What, bast thou not full often struck a doe. 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper's nose ? 

Aaron, Why, then, it seems, some certain snatch 
or so 
Would serve your turns. 

Chi. Ay, so the turn were served. 

Dem, Aaron, thou hast hit it. 

Aaron. Would you had hit it too ; 

Then should not we be tired with this ado. 
Why, hark ye, hark ye ; — and are you such fools. 
To square > for this ? Would it offend you then 
That both should speed ? 

Chi. r faith, not me. 

Dem. Nor me. 

So I were one. 

Aaron. For shame ; be fnends ; and join for that 
you jar. 
Tls policy and stratagem must do 
That you affect ; and so must you resolve. 
That what you cannot as you would achieve. 
You must perforce accomplish as you may. 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaste 
Than this Lavinia, Bassianus' love. 
A speedier course ihan lingering languishment 
Must we pursue, and I have found the path. 
My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand ; 
There will the lovely Roman ladies troop. 
The forest walks are wide and spacious ; 



Qnarrel. 
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And many unfrequented plots there are. 

Fitted by kind ^ for rape and villany : 

Single you thither then this dainty doe. 

And strike her home by force, if not by words : 

This way, or not at all, stand you in hope. 

Come, come ; our empress, with her sacred < wit. 

To villany and vengeance consecrate. 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend ; 

And she shall file our engines with advice. 

That will not suffer you to square yourselves. 

But to your wishes' height advance you both. 

The emperor's court is like die house of Fame ; 

The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears : 

The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and dull. 

There speak and strike, brave boys, and take your 

turns: 
There serve your lust, shadowed from heaven's eye. 
And revel in Lavinia'a treasury. 

Chi. Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice. 

Dem, Sit fas out nefat, till I find the stream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm diese fits. 
Per Styga, per manes vehor, [EsewU, 



> By natare. 

* Stcred here meaiui secuned : a Litiniim. 
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8CBKB II. 

A forest near Rome : a lodge seen at a distance. 
Homs and cry of hounds heard. 
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I haye been broad awake two hoora and more. 
Sat, Gome on dien, horse and chariots let as 
have. 
And to our sport. Madam, now shall ye see 
Our Roman hunting. [to Tamora. 

. Mar. I have dogs, my lord, 

wan rouse the proudest panther in the chase, 
And dimb the highest promontory top. 

Tit. And I have horse will follow where the 
game 
Makes way, and run like swallows o'er die plain. 
Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horse nor 
hound ; 
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [Exeunt. 

SCSNB 111. " 

A desert part of the forest. 

Enter aabon, with a bag of gold, 

" Aaron, He, that had wit, would think that I 
had none, 
*' To bury so much gold under a tree, 
** And nevtx after to inherit ^ it. 
*' Let him, that thinks of me so abjectly, 
** Know, that this gold must coin a stratagem, 
** Which, cunningly effected, will beget 
** A yery excellent piece of villany : 



P06MM. 
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" And 80 repose, sweet gold, for their unrest, 

[hides the gold, 
*' That have their alms out of the empress* chest. 

EfUer TAMORA. 

" Tarn. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'st thou 

sad, 
" When every thing doth make a gleeful hoast ? 
'* The hirds chant melody on every hush ; 
" The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun ; 
" The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
" And make a checker'd shadow on the ground : 
" Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit ; 
** And, whilst the babbling echo mocks the hounds, 
" Repl3ring shrilly to the well-tuned horns, 
" As if a double hunt were heard at once, — 
*' Let us sit down, and mark their yelling noise ; 
** And, after conflict, such as was supposed 
" The wandering prince of Dido once enjoy'd, 
** When with a happy storm they were surprised, 
" And curtain'd with a counsel-keeping cave ; — 
*' We may, each wreathed in the otiier's arms, 
*' Our pastimes done, possess a golden slumber ; 
" Whiles hounds, and horns, and sweet melodious 

birds, 
** Be unto us, as is a nurse's song 
** Of lullaby, to bring her babe asleep. 

" Aaron. Madam, though Venus govern your 

desires, 
*' Saturn is dominator over mine. 
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" What signifies my deadly-standing eye, 

" My silence* and my cloudy melancholy ? 

" My fleece of woolly hair, that now uncurls, 

" Even as an adder, when she doth unroll, 

" To do some fatal execution ? 

" No, madam, these are no yenereal signs : 

« Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand, 

" Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 

" Hark, Tamora, — the empress of my soul, 

" Which never hopes more heaven than rests in 

thee, — 
" This is the day of doom for Bassianus ; 
" His Philomel must lose her tongue to-day ; 
" Thy sons make pillage of her chastity, 
" And wash their hands in Bassianus' blood. 
** Seest thou this letter ? take it up, I pray thee, 
" And give the king this fatal-plotted scroll. 
" Now question me no more ; we are espied : 
" Here comes a parcel > of our hopeful booty, 
•• Which dreads not yet their lives' destruction. 
" Tarn, Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter to me than 

life! 
" Aaron. No more, great empress t Bassianus 

comes. 
'* Be cross with him ; and I 'U go fetch thy suns 
" To back thy quarrels, whatsoe'er they be. [Exit, 
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Enter bassianits (md lavinia. 

Ba$. Who have we here ? Rome's royal emperess 
Unfiimish'd of her weU-beseeming troop ? 
Or is it Dian, habited like her» 
Who hath abandoned her holy groves. 
To see the general hunting in this forest ? 

Tctm. Saucy controller of our private steps ! 
Had I the power, that, some say, Dian had. 
Thy temples should be planted presently 
With horns, as was Actseon's ; and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs. 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art ! 

Lav. Under your patience, genUe emperess, 
'Tls thought you have a goodly gift in homing ; 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are singled fortii to try experiments. 
Jove shield your husband from his hounds to-day ! 
'Tis pity, they should take him for a stag. 

Bos. Believe me, queen, your swarth Cimmerian 
Doth make your honor of his body's hue. 
Spotted, detested, and abominable. 
Why are you sequester*d from all your train. 
Dismounted from your snow-white goodly steed. 
And wander'd hither to an obscure plot. 
Accompanied but with a barbarous Moor, 
If foul desire had not conducted you ? 

Lav, And, being intercepted in your sport, 
Qreat reason that my Aoble lord be rated 
For sauciness ! I pray you, let us hence. 
And let her 'joy her raven-color'd love : 
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This valley fits the poxpose passing well. 

Bas. The king my brother shall haye note of 

this. 
Lav, Ay» for these slips hare made him noted 
long. 
Gk>od king, to be so mightily abased ! 

Tarn, Why hare I patience to endure all this ? 

Enter chieok and DBMSTEnis. 

Dem. How now, dear sovereign, and our gracious 
mother. 
Why doth your highness look so pale and wan ? 

" Tom, Have I not reason, think you, to look 
pale? 
' These two have 'tioed me hither to this place ; 
" A barren, detested vale, you see, it is : 
" The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean, 
" Overcome with moss and baleful mistletoe. 
" Here never shines the sun ; here nothing breeds, 
" Unless the nightly owl or fatal raven : 
'' And, when they show'd me this abhorred pit, 
" They told me, here, at dead time of the night, 
** A thousand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes, 
" Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins,^ 
" Would make such fearM and confused cries, 
" As any mortal body, hearing it, 
" Should straight fall mad, or else die suddenly. 
*' No sooner had they told this hellish tale. 
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*' But straight they told me, they would bind me 

here 
" Unto the body of a dismal yew ; 
'* And leave me to this miserable death. 
" And then they call'd me, foul adulteress, 
" Lascivious GK>th, and all the bitterest terms 
" That ever ear did hear to such effect : 
" And, had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
" This vengeance on me had they executed. 
'' Revenge it, as you love your mother's life, 
" Or be ye not henceforth call'd my children. 
Dem, This is a witness that I am thy son. 

[stabs BassioMus, 

Chi. And this for me, struck home to show my 

strength. Istabbing him likewise. 

Lav, Ay, come, Semiranus ! — nay, barbarous Ta- 

mora! 

For no name fits thy nature but thy own ! 

Tom. Gtive me thy poniard : you shall know, my 
boys. 
Your mother's hand shall right your mother's 
wrong. 
Dem, Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her ; 
First, thrash the com, then after bum the straw. 
This minion stood upon her chastity. 
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty. 
And with that painted hope braves your mightiness: 
AAd shall she carry this unto her grave ? 

Chi, An if she do, I would I were an eunuch. 
Drag hence her husband to some secret hole. 
And make his dead trunk pillow to our lust. 
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Tom. But when you have the honey you desire. 
Let not this wasp outlive, us both to sting. 

Chi. I warrant you, madam, we will make that 
sure. — 
Come, mistress, now perforce we will enjoy 
That niee-preserved honesty of yours. 

Lav, O Tamora ! thou bear'st a woman's face ; — 

Tom, I will not hear her speak ; away with her. 

Lav, Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a 
word. 

Dem, Listen, fair madam : let it be your glory 
To see her tears ; but be your heart to them. 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 

Lav. When did the tiger's young ones teach the 
^ft n\ ? 
O, do not learn her wrath ; she taught it thee. 
The milk, thou suck'dst from her, did turn to 

marble; 
Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny : 
Yet every mother breeds not sons alike. 
Do thou entreat her show a woman pity. 

Ito Chirm. 

Chi, What ! wouldst thou have me prove myself 
a bastard? 

Lav, lis true ; the raven doth not hatch a lark : 
Vet I have heard, (O, could I find it now !) 
The lion, moved with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws pared all away. 
Some say, that ravens foster forlorn children. 
The whilst their own birds famish in their nests. 
O, be to me, though thy hard heart say no. 



Digitized by 



Google 



8CBNB in. TITUS ANDBOVICT78. 313 

Nothing 80 kind, but something pitiful ! 

Tarn. I know not what it means : away with her. 

Lav. O, let me teach thee : for my fatiier's sake. 
That gave thee life, when well he might have slain 

thee. 
Be not obdurate ; open thy deaf ears. 

Tarn. Hadst thou in person ne'er offended me. 
Even for his sake am I pitiless. 
Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain, 
To save your brother from the sacrifice ; 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent : 
Therefore away with her, and use her as you will ; 
The worse to her, the better loved of me. 

Lav. O Tamora, be call'd a gentle queen. 
And with thine own hands kill me in this place : 
For 'tis not life that I have begg'd so long ; 
Poor I was slain when Bassianus died. 

Tarn. What begg'st thou then ? fond ^ woman, let 
me go. 

Lav. 'Us present death I beg; and one thing 
more, 
lliat womanhood denies my tongue to tell. 
O, keep me from their worse than killing lust. 
And tumble me into some loathsome pit. 
Where never man's eye may behold my body : 
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 

Tarn. So should I rob my sweet sons of their fee : 
No, let them satisfy their lust on thee. 
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Dem. Away; for thou hast sta/d us here too 

long. 
Lav, No grace? no womanhood? Ah, beastly 
creature ! 
The blot and enemy to our general name ! 

Confusion fall 

Cki. Nay» then 111 stop your mouth. — ^Bring 
thou her husband ; [draggwg off LttvUia. 
This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. 

Tarn. Farewell, my sons : see, that you make her 
sure. 
Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed, 
1111 all the Andronid be made away. 
Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor, 
And let my spleenful sons this troll deflour. [Ejnt. 

BCBNB lY. 

The same. 

Enter aabon, with quintus and mabtivs. 

Aaron, Come on, my lords; the better foot 
before : 
Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit. 
Where I espied the panther fast asleep. 

Quin, My sight is^ery dull, whatever it bodes. 
Mart, And mine, I promise you : were 't not for 
shame. 
Well could I leave our sport to sleep awhile. 

[MartUufaUe into the fit. 
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Qiiiji. What, art thou &llen? What subtle hole 
is this. 
Whose month is cover'd with rude-growing briers ; 
Upon whose leaves are drops of new-shed blood. 
As fresh as momingf s dew distill'd on flowers ? 
A very fatal place it seems to me. 
Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the fall ? 

Mart. O, brother, with the dismall'st object hurt. 
That ever eye, with sight, made heart lament. 

Aaron, [aside,'] Now will I fetch the king to find 
them here ; 
That he thereby may give a likely guess. 
How these were they that made away his brother. 

[Exit Aaron, 

Mart, Why dost not comfort me, and help me 
out 
From this unhallow'd and blood-stained hole ? 

Q»in, I am surprised with an uncouth fear : 
A chilling sweat o'erruns my trembling joints ; 
My heart suspects more than mine eye can see. 

Mart. To prove thou hast a true-divining heart, 
Aaron and thou look down into this den. 
And see a fearful sight of blood and death. 

Quin, Aaron is gone; and my compassionate 
heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing, whereat it trembles by surmise. 
O, tell me who it is ; for ne'er, till now. 
Was I a chUd, to fear I know not what. 

Mart, Lord Bassianus lies imbrued here. 
Ail on a heap, like to a slaughtered lamb. 
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In this detested, daik, blood-drinkmg jut. 

Qvtji. If it be dark, how doet thou know 'tis he ? 
*' Mart, Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
'* A precious ring, that lightens all the hole, 
'* Wliieh, like a taper in some monument, 
" Doth shine upon the dead man's earthy cheeky 
" And shows the ragged entrails of this pit. 
" So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus, 
" When he by night lay bathed in maiden blood. 
" O brother, help me with thy fainting hand, — 
" If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath, — 
" Out of this feU devouring receptacle, 
" As hateful as Coc3rtus' misty mouth. , 

" Quin, Reach me thy hand, that I may help 
thee out ; 
" Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good, 
" I may be pluck'd into the swallowing womb 
" Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus' grave. 
" I have no strength to pluck thee to the brink. 
Mart, Nor I no strength to dimb without thy 

help. 
Qtcm. Thy hand once more : I will not loose 
again, 
TiU thou art here aloft, or I below. 
Thou canst not come to me, I come to thee. 

[faOsin, 

Enter SATURiriNUS and aaron. 

Sat, Along with me. — 1 11 see what hole is here. 
And what he is, that now is leap'd into it. 
Say, who art thou, that lately didst descend 
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Into this gaping hollow of the earth ? 

Mart, The unhappy son of old Andronicus ; 
Brought hither in a most unlucky hour. 
To find thy hrother Bassianus dead. 
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Sweet huntsman, Baasianus 'tis, we mean, — 

Do thon 80 much as dig the grave for him ; 

Thou know'st our meaning : look for thy reward 

Among the nettles at the elder-tree. 

Which overshades the mouth of that same pit. 

Where we decreed to bury Bassianus. 

Do this, and purchase us thy lasting friends.' 

Tamora ! was ever heard the like ? 
This is the pit, and this the elder-tree. 
Look, sirs, if you can find the huntsman out. 
That should have murder'd Bassianus here. 

Aaron. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. 

[showMff it. 
Sat. Two of thy whelps, {to TUus.'] fell curs of 
bloody Idnd, 
Have here bereft my brother of his life. 
Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison ; 
There let them bide, until we have devised 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 
Tarn. What, are they in this pit ? O wondrous 
thing! 
How easily murder is discovered ! 

Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee 

1 beg this boon, with tears not lightly shed ; 
That this fell friult of my accursed sons. 
Accursed, if the friult be proved in them, 

Sat. If it be proved ? you see, it is apparent. — 
Who found this letter ? Tamora, was it you ? 
Tbsi. Andronicus himself did take it up. 
Tit. 1 did, my lord : yet let me be their bail; 
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For by my feither's lererend tomb, I vow. 
They shall be ready at your highness' will. 
To answer their suspicion with their liyes. 

Sat. Thou shalt not bail them ; see, thou follow 
me. 
Some bring the murder'd body, some the mur- 
derers : 
Let them not speak a word ; the guilt is plain ; 
For, by my soul, were there worse end than death. 
That end upon them should be executed. 

Tctm, Andronicus, I will entreat the king : 
Fear not thy sons ; they shall do well enough. 
Tit. Come, Lucius, come ; stay not to talk with 
them. [Exeunt severally, 

sours y. 
The same. 

Enter dbmbtrius and cbiron, with layinia, 
ravished; her hands cut off^ and her tongue cut 
out. 

Dem, So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can 
speak. 
Who 'twas that cut thy tongue, and ravish'd thee. 
Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray ^ thy meaning 
so; 
And, if tby stumps will let thee, play the scribe. 
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Dem, See, how witii signs and tokens she can 

scowl! 
Chi. Qo home, call for sweet water, wash thy 

hands. 
Dem, She hath no tongae to call, nor hands to 

wash; 
And so let 's leaye her to her silent walks. 

Chi. An 'twere my case, I should go hang myself. 
Dem. If thou hadst hands to help thee knit the 

cord. {Exeunt Demetrius and Chirou. 

Enter maecus. 

Mar. Who '• this, — ^my niece, that flies away so 

fast? 
Cousin, a word. Where is your husband ? — 
" If I do dream, would all my wealth would wake 

me! 
" If I do wake, some planet strike me down, 
" That I may slumber in eternal sleep ! 
" Speak, gentle niece, what stem ungentle hands 
" I^ve lopp'd, and heVd, and made thy body bare 
" Of her two branches ? those sweet ornaments, 
" Whose circling shadows longs have sought to 

sleep in; 
" And might not gain so great a happiness, 
" As half thy love ? Why dost not speak to me ? 
" Alas, a crimson river of warm blood, 
" like to a bubbling fountain stirr'd with wind, 
" Doth rise and fEdl between thy rosed lips, 
" Coming and going with thy honey breath. 
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" But, sure, some Tereus hath defloured thee ; 
" And, lest thou shoukbt detect him, cut thy 
tongue. 
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For tach a sight will blind a father's eye. 
One hour's stopn will drown the fragrant meads ; 
What will whde months of tears thy fiither's eyes ? 
Do not draw back ; for we will monm widi thee : 
O, could our mourning ease diy misery ! [Exeunt. 



ACT III. 



Rome, A street. 

Enter Senators, Tribunes, and Officers of Justice, with 
MAaTivs and quintus, bound, passing on to the 
place of execution ; titus going before, pleading, 

** Tit, Hear me, graye fathers! noble tribunes, 
stay! 
" For pity of mine age, whose youth was spent 
" In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept ; 
" For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel shed ; 
" For all the frosty nights that I have watch'd ; 
" And for these bitter tears, which now you see 
" FUling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ; 
" Be pitiful to my condemned sons, 
" Whose souls are not corrupted as 'tis thought. 
•' For two and twenty sons I nerer wept, 
" Because they died in honor's lofty bed : 
" For these, good tribunes, in the dust I write 

[throwing himself on the ground, 
" My heart's deep languor, and my soul's sad tears. 
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" Let my tears stanch the earth's dry appetite ; 

" My sons' sweet blood will make it shame and 

blush. 

lExeuni Senators, TVibunes, SfC, with the prisoners. 

" O earth ! I will befriend thee more with rain, 
« < 
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Yet in tome sort they 're better thtn the trilmiiee. 

For that they will not intercept my tale. 

When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 

ReoeiTe my tears, and seem to weep with me ; 

And, were they bat attired in grave weeds, 

Rome eonld aibrd no tribune Hke to these. 

A stone b soft as wax ; tribunes more hard than 

stones: 
A stone is silent, and offendetfa not ; 
And tribones with their tongues doom men to 

death. 
But wherefore stand'st thou with thy weapon 

drawn? 
Lucius. To rescue my two brothers from their 

death: 
For which attempt, the judges have pronounced 
My everlasting doom of banishment. 

Tit. O happy man ! they have befriended thee. 
Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive 
That Rome is but a wilderness of tigers ? 
Hgers must prey ; and Rome affords no prey. 
But me and mine. How happy art thou then. 
From these devourers to be banished ! 
But who comes with our brother Marcus here ? 

Enter marcus and lavinia. 

Mar. Titus, prepare thy aged eyes to weep ; 
Or, if not so, thy noblelieart to break. 
I bring consuming sorrow to thine age. 

Tit. Will it consume me ? let me see it then. 



Digitized by 



Google 



8CBKB I. TITUS AKOB0NICV8. 325 

Mar, This was thy daughter. 

71^. Why, Marcos, so she is. 

Lucius. Ah me ! this object kills me ! 

Tit. Faint-hearted boy, arise, and look upon heir- 
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71^. It was my deer ; and he, that wounded her. 
Hath hurt me more, than had he kill'd me dead : 
For now I 8tand as one upon a rock, 
EnTiron'd with a wilderness of sea ; 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave. 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will in his brimsh bowels swallow him. 
This way to death my wretched sons are gone ; 
Here stands my other son, a banish*d man ; 
And here my brother, weeping at my woes : 
But that, which gives my soul the greatest spurn. 
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my soul. 
Had I but seen thy picture in this plight. 
It would have madded me. What shall I do. 
Now I behold thy lively body so ? 
Thou hast no hands, to wipe away thy tears ; 
Nor tongue, to tell me who hath mart3rr'd thee : 
Thy husband, he is dead ; and, for his death. 
Thy brothers are condenm'd, and dead by this. 
Look, Marcus ! ah, son Lucius, look on her ! 
" When I did name her brothers, then fresh tears 
" Stood on her cheeks, as doth the honey dew 
" Upon a gathered lily almost withered. 

Mar, Perchance, die weeps because they kill'd 
her husband ; 
Perchance, because she knows them innocent. 

71^. If they did kill thy husband, then be joyful. 
Because the law hath ta'en revenge on them. 
No, no, they would not do so foul a deed ; 
Witness the sorrow that their sister makes. 
G^tle Lavinia, let me Idss thy lips ; 
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Or make some sign how I may do thee ease. 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 
And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain ; 
Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks 
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Hit napkin, with his trae tean allbewet. 
Can do no aenrice on her sorrowfiil cheeks. 
O, what a ajmpathy of woe is this ! 
As far firom help as limbo ^ is from bliss. 

Bnier aabon. 

Aaron. Titus Andronicos, my lord the emperor 
Sends thee this word ; — ^that, if thou love thy sons. 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus, 
Or any one of you, chop off your hand. 
And send it to the king : he, for the same. 
Will send thee hither both thy sons aliye ; 
And that shall be the ransom for their fault. 

Tit. O gracious emperor ! O gentle Aaron ! 
Did ever raven sing so like a lark. 
That gives sweet tidings of the sun's uprise ? 
With all my heart 1 11 send the emperor 
My hand. 
Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Luciui, Stay, father; for that noble hand of 
thine. 
That hath thrown down so many enemies. 
Shall not be sent : my hand will serve the turn. 
My youth can better spare my blood than you ; 
And therefore mine shall save my brothers' lives. 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended 
Rome, 
And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-axe. 



Her* used popularly for hell. 
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Enter lucixts and marcus. 

tU, Now stay your strife; what shall be, is 
despatch'd. 
Gk>od Aaron, give his majesty my hand : 
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thousand dangers ; bid him bury it : 
More hath it merited ; that let it have. 
As for my sons, say, I account of them 
As jewels purchased at an easy price ; 
And yet dear too, because I bought mine own. 

Aaron. I go, Andronicus ; and, for thy hand. 
Look by and by to have thy sons with thee : — 
Their heads, I mean. O, how this villany {aside. 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it ! 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace ; 
Aaron wiU have his soul black like his face. [Exit. 

TU. O, here I lift this one hand up to heaven. 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth. 
If any power pities wretched tears. 
To that I call. What, wilt thou kneel with me ? 

[to Lavinia. 
Do then, dear heart; for Heaven shall hear our 

prayers ; 
Or with our sighs we 'U breathe the welkin dim. 
And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds. 
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms. 

Mar. O broth^, speak with possibilities. 
And do not break into these deep extremes. 

Tit. Is not my sorrow deep, having no bottom ? 
Then be my passions bottomless with them. 

Mar. But yet let reason govern thy lament. 
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Tit. If there were reason for these miseries. 
Then into limits could I bind my woes. 
When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o'er 
flow? 
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These miseries are more than may be borne. 

To weep with them that weep doth ease some deal. 

But sorrow flouted at is double death. 

Lmdnu, Ah, that this sight should make so deep 
a wound. 
And jet detested life not shrink thereat ! 
That ever death should let 1^ bear his name. 
Where life hath no more interest but to breathe ! 

Mar. Alas, poor heart, that Idas is oomfbrtless. 
As frozen water to a starved snake. 

TU. When will this fearful dumber have an end ? 

Mar. Now, farewell, flattery. Die, Andronicus ; 
Thou dost not slumber : see, thy two sons' heads ; 
Thy warlike hand ; thy maai^ed daughter here ; 
Thy other banish'd son, with this dear sight 
Struck pale and bloodless ; and thy brother, I, 
Even like a stony image, cold and numb. 
Ah ! now no more will I control thy griefs : 
Rent off thy silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this dismal sight 
The closing up of our most wretched eyes ! 
Now is a time to storm ; why art thou still ? 
TU. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mar. Why dost thou laugh ? it fits not with this 

hour. 
TU. Why, I have not another tear to shed : 
Besides, this sorrow is an enemy. 
And would usurp upon my watery eyes, 
Aad make them blind with tributary tears : 
Then which way shall I find revenge's cave ? 
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For these two heads do seem to speak to me ; 
And threat me, I shall never come to bliss. 
Till all these mischiefs be retum'd again, 
Even in their throats that have committed them. 
Come, let me see what task I have to do. — 
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Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power. 

To be revenged on Rome and Saturnine. {Exit. 



SCBKB II. 

A room in Titus's house. A banquet set out. 

Enter titus, marcus, latinia» and rouve lucius, a 
boy. 

Tit. So, so ; now sit : and look, yon eat no more 
Than will preserve just so much strength in us 
As will revenge these bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knot : 
Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands, 
And cannot passionate our tenfold grief 
With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannise upon my breast ; 
And when my heart, all mad with misery, 
Beats in this hollow prison of my flesh, 
Then thus I thump it down. — 
Thou map of woe, that thus dost talk in signs ! 

{to Lavinia. 
When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating, 
Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still. 
Wound it with sighing, girl ; kill it with groans ; 
Or get some little knife between thy teeth. 
And just against thy heart make thou a hole ; 
That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall. 
May run into that sink, and, soaldng in. 
Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears. 
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Mar, Fie, brother, fie ! teach her not thus to laj 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

Tit, How now! has sorrow made thee dote 
already? 
Whj, Marcus, no man should be mad but I. 
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Make my aunt merry wi& some jdeasmg tale. 

Mar. Alas, the tKudttx boy, in paasion moyed. 
Doth weep to aee his graadsire's heaviness ! 

TU. Peace, tender sapling; thon art made of 
tears. 
And tears will qui^y meh thy lifie away. 

[Marcus strikes the dish with a knife. 
What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy knife ? 

Mar. At that that I have kill'd, my lord ; a fly. 

TU. Out on ^lee, murderer! thou kill'st my 
heart; 
Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny. 
A deed of death, done on the innocent. 
Becomes not Titus' brother. Qet thee gone ; 
I see, thou art not for my company. 

Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly. 

TU. But how, if ^t fly had a father and 
mother ? 
How would he hang his slender gilded wings. 
And buz lamenting doings in the air ! 
Poor harmless fly. 

That with his pretty buzzing melody. 
Game here to make us merry ! and thou hast kill'd 
him. 

Mar. Pardon me, sir; 'twas a black ill-favor'd 

fly. 

Like to the empress' Moor ; ther^re I kill'd him. 

TU. O, O, O, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee. 
For thou hast done a charitable deed. 
Give me thy knife ; I will insult on him ; 
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Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor, 
Ck)ine hither purposely to poison me. 
There 's for thyself, and that 's for Tamora. 
Ah, sirrah! 

Yet I do think we are not brought so low. 
But that, between us, we can kill a fly. 
That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor. 

Mar. Alas, poor man ! grief has so wrought on 
him. 
He takes false shadows for true substances. 

TU, Come, take away. — Lavinia, go with me : 
I 'U to thy closet; and go read with thee 
Sad stories, chanced in the times of old. 
Come, boy, and go with me ; thy sight is young. 
And thou shaltread, when mine begins to dazzle. 

[EgewU. 



ACT IV. 



The same. Before TUus*$ house. 

Enter titus and maecus. I^en enter touvg lucius, 
LATiNiA runmng after him. 

Boy. Help, grandsire, help ! my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I Imow not why. 
Good unde Marcus, see how swift she comes ! 
Alas, sweet aunt, I know not what you mean. 

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius; do not fear thine 
aunt. 
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TU. She lores thee, boy* too well to do thee 
hsmi. 

Boy. Aj, when my father was in Rome, she did. 

Mar, What means my niece Layinia by these 
signs? 

TU. Fear her not, Lncins. Somewhat doth she 
mean. 
See, Lndos, see, how much she makes of thee : 
Somewhither would she have thee go with her. 
Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her sons, than she hath read to thee. 
Sweet poetry, and Tally's Orator.* 
Canst thou not gaess wherefore she plies thee thus ? 

Bay. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I guess. 
Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her : 
For I have heard my grandsire say full oft. 
Extremity of griefs would make men mad ; 
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through sorrow : that made me to fear ; 
Although, my lord, I know, my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did. 
And would not, but in fury, fright my youth : 
Which made me down to throw my books, and fly ; 
Causeless, perhaps : but pardon me, sweet aunt ; 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
I will most willingly attend your ladyship. 

Mar. Lucius, I will. 

ILavinia turns over the books 
which Lucius has let /all. 



' Cicero*fl Treatise on Eloquence, entitled Orator. 
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Tit. How now. Lavinia? — Marcus, what means 
this? 
Some book there is that she desires to see. 
Which is it, girl, of these ? — Open them, boy. 
But thou art deeper read, and better skill'd ; 
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Forced in the nithleai,^ Tast, and gloomy woods ? 

DeCf see s 

Ay, such a place diere is, where we did hunt, 

(O, had we never, never hunted there !) 

Pattem'd by that the poet here describes. 

By Nature made for morders and for rapes. 

Mar, O, why should Nature build so foul a 

den. 
Unless the gods delight in tragedies ? 

Tit. Oire ngns, sweet girl, — ^for here are none 

but friends, — 
What Roman lord it was durst do the deed : 
Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst. 
That left the camp to sin in Lucrece' bed ? 

Mar. Sit down, sweet niece ; — ^brother, sit down 

by me. 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 
Inspire me, that I may this treason find ! 
My lord, look here ; — look here, Lavinia. 
This sandy plot is plain : guide, if thou canst. 
This after me, when I have writ my name 
Without the help of any hand at all. 

[he write* hi$ name with his staff, and 
guides it with his feet and mouth. 
Cursed be that heart that forced us to this shift ! 
Write thou, good niece ; and here display, at last. 
What GKxl will have discover'd for revenge. 
Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows plain. 



1 PitUew. 
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That we may know the traitors and the truth ! 

[she takes the staff in her mouthy and guides 
it with her stumps, and writes. 

Tit. O, do you read, my lord, what she hath 
writ? 
* Stuprum — Chiron — ^Demetrius/ 

Mar, What, what ! — the lofitfnl sons di Tamora 
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed ? 

Tit. Magne Dominator poli. 
Tarn lentus audis scelera ? tarn lentus vides ? 

Mar. O, calm thee, gentle lord! although, I 
know. 
There is enough written upon this earth. 
To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts. 
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 
My lord, kneel down with me ; Lavinia, kneel ; 
And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector's hope ; 
And swear with me, — as with the woful feere > 
And father of that chaste, dishonored dame. 
Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece' rape, — 
That we will prosecute, by good advice. 
Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Gbths, 
And see their blood, or die with this reproach. 

Tit. "lis sure enough, an you knew how : 
But if you hurt these bear- whelps, then beware. 
The dsjn will wake ; and, if she wind 3rou once. 
She 's with the lion deeply still in league. 
And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back. 



* Hunbmnd. 
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And» when he sleeps* will she do what she list. 
You 're a young huntsman, Marcos ; let it alone ; 
And» come» I will go get a leaf of brass. 
And with a gad of steel ^ will write these words. 
And lay it by : the angry nortii^rn wind 
Will blow these sands, like Sibyl's leaves, abroad. 
And where 's 3rour lesson then ? — ^Boy, what say 
yon? 

Boy. I say, my lord, that if I were a man. 
Their mother's bed-chamber should not be safe 
For these bad-bondmen to the yoke of Rome. 

Mar. Ay, that 's my boy ! thy father hath full oft 
For this ungrateful country done the like. 

Boy. And, unde, so will I, an if I live. 

Tit. Come, go with me into mine armoury ; 
Lucius, I '11 fit thee ; and withal, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the empress' sons 
Presents, that I intend to send them both. 
Come, come; thou 'It do thy message, wilt thou 
not? 

Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms, grand- 
sire. 

TU. No, boy, not so; 111 teach thee another 
course. 
Lavinia, come ; — ^Marcus, look to my house ; 
Lucius and I '11 go brave it at the court ; 
Ay, marry, will we, sir ; and we '11 be waited on. 

[ExemU Titus, Lavinia, and Boy. 



i. 6. the point of a spov* 
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Mar, O Heayens, can yon hear a good man 
groan. 
And not relent, or not compassion him ? 
Marcus, attend him in his ecstasy ; 
That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart. 
Than foemen's marks upon his batter'd shield : 
Bi 
R 
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For Tnkini mark'd with rape, [aside.'} May it 

pleMeyoo, 
My gnmdnre, weU-adrisecU hith tent by me 
The goodliest weapons ci his annonry. 
To gratify yoor honorable youth. 
The hope ci Rome ; for so he bade me say* 
And so I do ; and with his gifts present 
Your lordsh^w, that whenerer you have need. 
You may be armed and appointed well : 
And so I leare you boUi, [cfufe.] like bloody vil- 
lains. [Egemit Boy and Attendant. 
Dem. What 's here ? A scroll ; and written round 
about? 
Let's see; 

Integer vita, ecehrieqne ptarus. 
Nan eget Mauri jacnlie, nee area, 

Chi. O, 'tis^ a verse in Horace ; I know it well : 
I read it in the grammar long ago. 
Aaron. Ay, just! — averse in Horace; — bright; 
you have it. 
Now, what a thing it is to be an ass ! 
Here's no sound jest! the old man hath found 

their guilt: 
And sends the weapons wrapp'd about with lines. 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick. 
But were our witty empress well a-foot. 
She would applaud Andronicus' conceit. 
But let her rest in her unrest awhile. [aside. 

And now, young lords, was 't not a hi^py star 
Led us to Rome, strangers, and» more than so, 
datives, to be advanced to this height ? 
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It did me good, before the palace gate. 

To brave the tribune in his brother's hearing. 

Dent. But me more good, to see so great a lord 
Basely insinuate, and send us ^fts. 

Aaron. Had he not reason, lord Demetrius ? 
Did you not use his daughter very friendly ? 

Dent. I would, we had a thousand Roman dames 
At such a bay, by turn to serve our lust. 
Chi. A charitable wish, and fiill of love ! 
Aaron. Here lacks but your mother for to say 

Amen. 
CM. And that would she for twenty thousand 

more. 
Dem. Come, let us go; and pray to all the 
gods 
For our beloved mother in her pains. 

Aaron. Pray to the devils : the gods have given 

us o'er. [aside. Florish. 

Dem, Why do the emperor's trumpets florish 

thus? 
Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son. 
Dem. Soft; who comes here ? 

Enter nursb, with a blackamoor Child in her arrm. 

N«r$e. Qood morrow, lords. 

O, tell me, did you see Aaron the Moor ? 

Aaron. Well, more or less, or ne'er a whit at all. 
Here Aaron is : and what with Aaron now? 

Nurse. O, gentle Aaron, we are all undone. 
Now help, or woe betide thee evermore ! 
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Aaron. Why, what a caterwauling dost thou 
keep! 
What dost thou wrap and fbmble in thy anna ? 

Nurse. 0» that which I would hide from heaven's 
eye. 
Our empress' shame, and stately Rome's disgrace : 
She is deliver'd, lords, she is delxrer'd. 

Aaron. To whom ? 

Nurse. I mean, she 's brought to bed. 

Aaron. Well, Ood 

Giye her good rest! What hath he sent her ? 

Nurse. A deviL 

Aaron, Why, then she's the devil's dam; a 
joyful issue. 

Nurse. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful 
issue. 
Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad 
Amongst the fairest breeders of our clime. 
The empress sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal. 
And bids thee christen it with thy dagger's point. 

Aaron. Out* you whore! is black so base a 
hue? 
Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom, sure. 

Dem. Villain, what hast thou done ? 

Aaron. Done I that which thou 

Canst not undo. 

CM. Thou hast undone our mother. 

Aaron. Villain, I have done thy mother. 

2>eiii. And therein, hellish dog, thou hast undone. 
Woe to her chance, and danm'd her loathed choice ! 
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'Accursed the ofispring of so foul a fiend ! 
Chi. It shall not live. 
Aaron. It shall not die. 

Nurse. Aaron, it must ; the mother wills it so. 
Aaron. What, must it, nurse ? then let no man 
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Althaagh she lave them houriy in the flood. 
Tell the emperess from me, I am of age 
To keep mine own, excuse it how she can. 

Dem. \^t thoQ betray thy noUe mistress thus ? 

Aartm* My mistress is my mistress ; this, myself; 
The yigor and the pctnre of my youth : 
This, before all the worid, do I prefer ; 
This, mangre ^ all the world, will I keep safe. 
Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome. 

Dem. By this our mother is for erer shamed. 

Chi. Rome will desjnse her for this foul escape.^ 

Nurte. The emperor, in his rage, will doom her 
death. 

Cki. 1 blush to think upon this ignomy.' 

Aanm. Why there's the priyilege your beauty 
bears! 
Fie, treacherous hue, that will betray with blushing 
The dose enacts and counseli of the heart ! 
Here 's a young lad framed of another leer.^ 
Look, how the blade daye smiles upon the father ! 
As who should say, ' Old lad, I am thine own/ 
He is your brother, lords ; sensibly fed 
Of that self-blood tiiat first gaye life to you ; 
And, from that womb, where you impison'd were. 
He is enfranchised and come to light : 
Nay, he 's your brother by the surer side, 
AlUiough my sed be stamped in his face. 



> In spite of. • i.e. this foul illegitimate child. 

* For ignominy. « Complexion. 
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Nurse. Aaron, what shall I say unto the empress ? 

Dem, Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done. 
And we will all subscribe to thy advice. 
Save thou the child, so we may all be safe. 

Aaron. Then sit we down, and let us all consult. 
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Go, ptck ^ with him, and give the mother gold» 
And tell them both the circamstance of all ; 
And how by this their child shall be adyanced. 
And be received for the emperor's heir. 
And substituted in the place of mine. 
To calm this tempest whirling in the court ; 
And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 
Haik jt, lords ; ye see, that I have given her physic, 

{jfotnting to the Nurse. 
And you must needs bestow her funeral : 
The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms. 
This done, see that you take no longer days. 
But send the midwife presently to me. 
The midwife and the nurse wdl made away. 
Then let the ladies tattle what they please. 

Chi. Aaron, I see, thou wilt not trust the air 
With secrets. 

Dem. For this care of Tamora, 
Herself and hers are highly bound to thee. 

[Exeunt Dem. and CM. bearing off the Nurse. 

Aaron. Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow 
flies; 
There to dispose this treasure in mine arms, 
And secretly to greet the empress' fiiends. 
Come on, you thick-lipp'd slave, I'll bear you 

hence; 
For it b you that puts us to our shifts : 
1 11 make you feed on berries and on roots. 



1 Make a bargain. 
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And feed on cords and whey, and suck the goat» 

And cabm in a caye ; and bring you up 

To be a warrior, and command a camp. lExit, 



SCBNB ni. 
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On him that thos doth tyranniae o'er me. — 
Oo> get you g;one ; and, pray, be careful all» 
And leave you not a man of war unaearch'd : 
This wicked emperor may have shipp'd her hence» 
And, Idnamen, then we may go pipe for justice. 

Mar. O, Publius, b not this a heavy case, 
To see thy noble unde thus distract ? 

Pmb. llierefore, my lord, it highly us concerns. 
By day and night to attend him car^iilly ; 
And feed his humor kindly as we may. 
Till time beget some careful remedy. 

Mar. Kinsmen, his sorrows are past remedy. 
Join with ^e Gbths ; and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude. 
And vengeance on die traitor Saturnine. 

Tit, Publius, how now ? how now, my masters ? 
What, 
Have yon met with her ? 

Pmb. No, my good brd; but Fluto sends you 
word. 
If you will have Revenge from hell, you shall : 
Marry, for Justice, she is so employed. 
He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere 

else, 
So that perforce you must needs stay a time. 

Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays. 
I '11 dive into the burning lake below. 
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. 
Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars we ; 
No big-boned men, framed of the Cyclops' size : 
But metal, Marcus, steel to the very bade ; 
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Yet wrong with wrongs, more than our backs can 

bear: 
And, sith ^ there is no justice in earth nor hell. 
We will solicit Heaven ; and move the gods. 
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That down fell both the ram's horns in the conrt ; 
And who should find them but the empress' Tillain ? 
8he laugh'd, and told the Moor» he should not 

choose 
Bnt give them to his master for a present 

TU, Whj, there it goes : God give yoor lordship 
joy. 

Bnier clowx« with m h€$kei &nd two pigeons. 

News, news from heayen ! Marcos, the post is come. 
Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters ? 
Shall I have justice ? what says Jupiter ? 

Clown. Ho ! the ^bbet-maker ? he says, that he 
hath taken them down again, for the man must not 
be hanged till the next week. 

TU. But what says Jupiter, I ask thee ? 

Clown. Alas, sir, I know not Jupiter: I never 
drank with him in all my life. 

TU. Why, villain, ^art not thou the carrier ? 

Clown. Ay, of my pigeons, sir ; nothing else. 

TU. Why, didst thou not come from heaven ? 

Clown. From heaven? alas, sir, I never came 
there. Gkxl foibid, I should be so bold to press to 
heaven in my young days. Why, I am going with 
my pigeons to the tribunal plebs,^ to take up a 
matter of brawl betwixt my unde and one of the 
emperial's men. 



1 Probablj the Clown ibmliui to say ' plebeisn tribone/ 
I* •• tribune of the people. 
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Mar. Why, sir, that is as fit as can be, to serve 
for your oration; and let him deUver the pigeons to 
the emperor from yoa. 

TU. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the 
emperor with a grace ? 

Cloum. Nay, truly, sir, I conld never say grace in 
all mv life. 
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UCMKM nr. 
The same. Before the palace. 

Enter SATURNnnrs, tamoka, chiroit, bbmbtriub. 
Lards, and others: Satwnmus with the arrows in 
his hand, that Titus shot. 

Sat. Why, lordB, fihtJt wrongs aie these ! Was 
ereif seen 
An emperor of Rome thus ov e rborne. 
Troubled, confironted thus ; and, for the extent 
Of egal 1 justice, used in such contempt ? 
Mj lords, you know, as do the mightful gods. 
However these disturbers of our peace 
Buz in the people's ears, there naught hath pass'd^ 
But even with the law, against the wilful sons 
Of old Andronicus : and what an if 
His sorrows have so overwhdm'd his wits. 
Shall we be thus afBicted in his wreaks. 
His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterness ? 
And now he writes to Heaven for his redress. 
See, here 's to Jove, and this to Mercury ; 
This to Apollo ; this to the god of war. 
Sweet scrolls to fly about the streets of Rome ! 
What 's this, but libelling against the senate. 
And blazoning our injustice every where ? 
A goodly humor, is it not, my lords ? 
As who would say, in Rome no justice were. 



Equal. 
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But, if I liye, his feigned ecrtauea 
Shall be no shelter to these outrages : 
But he tmd his shall know, that Justice lives 
In Satuminus' health ; whom, if she sleep. 
He 'U BO awake, as she in fury shall 
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yoa good den : ^ I have brought you a letter, and a 
oouide of pigeoni here. [Smimmunu rtadi the Utter. 

Sat. Qo, take him away» and hang him preaentlj. 

Clown. How much money most I have ? 

Ikm. Come* sirrah, you must be hanged. 

Clown, Hanged ! By 'r lady, then I haye brought 
up a neck to a fair end. [Exit, gwarded. 

Sat. Deq pi t e f u l and intoleraUe wronga ! 
Shall I endure this monitroni TiUany ? 
I know from whence this same derioe proceeds. 
May this be home ? — as if his traitorous sons. 
That died by law for murder of our brother. 
Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully ! 
Oo, drag the Yillain hither by the hair ; 
Nor age nor honor shall shape privilege : 
For this proud mock, I 'U be thy slaughterman. 
Sly, frantic wretch, that hdp'st to make me great* 
In hope thyself should govern Rome and me. 

Enter .smilius. 

What news with thee, JSmilius ? 
JEm. Arm, arm, my lords : Rome never had more 



The Gk>ths have gathered head ; and, with a power 

Of high-fesdved men, bent to the spoil. 

They hither march amain, under conduct 

Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus ; 

Who threats, in course of this revenge, to do 



Good oTen. 
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As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of the Ooths ? 
These tidings nip me ; and I hang the head. 
As flowers with frost, or grass beat down with 
storms. 
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When «8 the one if woonded with the bait. 
The other rotted with ddidona feed. 

Sat. But he will not entreat his son for ns . 

TVmi. If Tamora entreat him, then he wiU : 
For I can smoothe, and fill his aged ear 
With golden pronuMs ; that were his heart 
Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf; — 
Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongoe. 
Oo thon before ; be our ambassador : [to JBimUhu, 
Say, that the emperor requests a paiiey 
Of warlike Lucius ; and aj^int the meeting, 
Bren at his father's house, the old Andronicus. 

Sat. .£milius, do this message honorably : 
And if he stand on hostage for his safety. 
Bid him demand what pledge will please him best. 

^m. Your bidding shall I do effectually. 

[EaitMmiias. 

Tarn. Now wiU I to that old Andronicus ; 
And temper him, with all the art I have. 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 
And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again. 
And bury all thy fear in my deyioes. 

Sat, Then go sucoeasfuUy, and plead to him. 

XBammi. 
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ACT V. 

8CBNB I. 

Plains near Rome. 

Enter lucius and Goths, with drum and colors. 

Lucius. Approved warriors, and my faithful 
Mends, 
I have received letters from great Rome, 
Which signify, what hate they bear their emperor> 
And how desirous of our sight they are. 
Therefore, great lords, be, aa your titles witness. 
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs ; 
And, wherein Rome hath done you any scath,^ 
Let him make treble satisfeu^on. 

1 Goth, Brave slip, sprung from the great An- 
dronicus. 
Whose name was once our terror, now our com- 
fort; 
Whose high exploits and honorable deeds 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt ; — 
Be bold in us ; we 'U follow where thou lead'st. 
Like stinging bees in hottest summer's day. 
Led by their master to the flower'd fields, — 
And be avenged on cursed Tamora. 

Goths. And, as he saith, so say we all widi him. 



> Harm. 
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iMcku. I hmnblj thank him, add I ihank 70a alL 
Bat who comes here, led hj a lusty Gbth ? 

Enter qoth, leaimg aaeov, with kii Child m ki$ 



2 Goth. Renowned Lucins, from our troops I 
9tnfd, 
To gaze upon a minons monastery ; 
And, as I earnestly did fix mine eye 
Upon the wasted building, suddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall : 
I made unto the noise ; when soon I heard 
The crying babe controU'd with this discourse : — 
' Peace, tawny slave ; half me, and half thy dam ! 
Did not thy hue bewray ^ whose brat thou art ; 
Had Nature lent thee but thy mother's look ;-— 
Villain, thou mightst have been an emperor : 
But where the bull and cow are both milk-white. 
They neyer do beget a coal-black calf. 
Peace, villain, peace ! '-—even thus he rates the 

babe, — 
' For I must bear thee to a trusty Gk)th ; 
Who, when he knows thou art tiie empress' babe. 
Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's sake.' 
With this, my weapon drawn, I rush'd upon him. 
Surprised him suddenly ; and brought him hither. 
To use as you think needful of the man. 



DiscoTer. 
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iMckti, O worthy Gk>th! this is the incarnate 
devil 
lliat robb'd Andronicns of his good hand : 
This is the pearl that pleased your empress' eye ; ^ 
And here 's the base fruit of his burning lusf. 
Say, wall-eyed slave, whither wouldst thou conyey 
This growing image of thy fiend-like face ? 
Why dost not speak? What! deaf? No; not a 

word? 
A halter, soldiers : hang him on this tree. 
And by his side his fruit of bastardy. 

Aaron. Touch not the boy ; he is of royal blood. 

Luchu. Too like the ore for ever being good, 
first, hang the child, that he may see it sprawl ; 
A sight to vex the father's soul withal. 
Get me a ladder. 

[a ladder brought, which Aaron is obliged 
to ascend. 

Aaron. Lucius, save the child ; 

And bear it from me to the emperess. 
If thou do this, 1 11 show thee wondrous things. 
That highly may advantage thee to hear : 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
1 11 speak no more : but vengeance rot you all ! 

Lucius. Say on ; and, if it please me which thou 
speak'st. 
Thy child shall live, and I will see it norish'd. 



* in allusion to ths proverb,— A black nian is a peari in a 
fair woman'a eye. 
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Awnm. An if it pleue thee ? why, assure thee, 
Ladas, 
Twill yez thy soul to hear what I shall speak; 
For I most talk of murders, rapes, and massacres. 
Acts of hlack night, abominable deeds, 
Complots of mischief, treason ; TiUanies 
Ruthfdl ^ to hear, yet piteonsly perform'd : * 
And this shall all be buried by my deatii. 
Unless thou swear to me, my child shall live. 

Lucius. Tell on thy mind: I'say, thy chihjl shall 
live. 

Awnm. Swear that he shall, and then I will 
begin. 

Lucku. Who should I swear by? thou believest 
no god: 
That granted, how canst thou believe an oath ? 

Aaron. What if I do not ? as, indeed, I do not : 
Yet, for I know thou art religious. 
And hast a thing within thee, called conscience ; 
With twenty pc^pish tricks and ceremonies. 
Which I have seen thee careful to observe ; — 
Therefore I urge thy oath : for that, I know. 
An idiot holds his bauble for a god, 
And keeps the oath, which by that god he swears ; 
To that I 'U urge him : therefore thou shalt vow 
By that same god, what god soe'er it be, 
lliat thou adorest and hast in reverence, — 



Woful. 

i.e. perfonned in a maimer exciting pity 
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To save my boy, to norish, and bring him up ; 
Or else I will discover naught to thee. 

Luciu9, Even by my god, I swear to thee, I will. 

Aaron, First, know thou, I begot him on the 
empress. 

Lucius, O most insatiate, luxurious ^ woman ! 

Aaron. Tut, Lucius! this was but a deed <^ 
charity. 
To that which Uiou shalt hear of me anon. 
Twas her two sons that murder'd Baasianus : 
They cut thy sbter's tongue, and ransh'd her. 
And cut her hands, and tiimm'd her as tiiou saVst. 

Lucius, O detestable vilkin! call'st thou that 
trimming? 

Aaron, Why, she was wash'd, and cut, and 
trimm'd ; and 'twas 
Trim sport for them that had the doing of it. 

Lucius, O, barbarous, beastly villains, Hke thyself! 

Aaron, Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct 
them; 
That codding spirit had they from their modier, 
As sure a card as ever won the set ; 
That bloody mind, I think, they leam'd of me, 
As true a dog as ever fought at head.* 
Well, let my deeds be witness of my worth. 
I train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole. 
Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay : 



> LasciriooB. 

* In allosion to bull-dogs, who always show their courage 
by meeting the bull in front, and seising his nose. 
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I wrote the letter that thj father found* 
And hid the gold within the letter mention'd. 
Confederate with the queen and her two sons : 
And what not done, that thou hast cause to rue. 
Wherein I had no stroke of mischief in it ? 
I pU/d the cheater for thy father's hand ; 
And, when I had it, drew myself i^art. 
And almost broke my heart with extreme knghter. 
I pry'd me through the crevice of a waD, 
When, for his hand, he had his two sons' heads ; 
Beheld his tears, and langh'd so heartily. 
That both mine eyes were rainy like to his : 
And when I told the empress of this sport. 
She swounded almost at my pleanng tale, 
And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kisses. 

Goik. What ! canst thou say all this, and never 
blush? 

Aaron, Ay, like a black dog» as the saying is. 

Luchu. Art thou not sorry for these heinous 
deeds? 

Aaron. Ay, that I had not done a thousand more. 
Even now I curse the day, (and yet, I think. 
Few come within the compass of my curse) 
Wherein I did not some notorious ill ; 
As kin a man, or else devise his death ; 
Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it ; 
Accuse some innocent, and forswear myself ; 
Set deadly enmity between two friends ; 
Make poor men's cattle break their necks ; 
Set fire on bams and hay-stacks in the night. 
And bid the owners quench tiiem with their tears. 
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Oft haye I digged ap dead men from their grayes. 
And set them upright at their dear friends' doors. 
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot ; 
And on their skins, as on the bark of trees. 
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters. 
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He crsTM a parley at your fatiier's hoose, 
WOUng you to demand your hostages. 
And they shall be immediatdy deliirar'd. 

1 Gatk. What says our general ? 

Lucku, iBmilius, let the emperor giye his pledges 
Unto my lather and my unole Marcus, 
And we will come. Maidi away. lEjpemmi. 



SCBNI II. 

Rom. Before TUum'o houie. 

Enter tamoea, chiroit, and dbmitrius, dieguieed. 

Tom. Thus, in this strange and sad habiliment, 
I will encounter with Andronicus ; 
And say, I am Reyenge, sent from below. 
To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs. 
Knock at his study, where, they say, he keeps. 
To ruminate strange plots of dire revenge : 
Tell him, Rerenge is come to join with him. 
And work confusion on his enemies. {f^ knock. 

Enter titus, above. 

Tit. Who doth molest my contemplation ? 
Is it your trick, to make me ope the door ; 
That so my sad decrees may fly away. 
And an my study be to no effect ? 
You are deceived ; for what I mean to do. 
See here, in bloody lines I have set down ; 
And what is written shall be executed. 

Tim. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 
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TU. No ; not a word. How can I grace my talk. 
Wanting a hand to give it action ? 
Thou hast the odds of me, therefore no more. 

Tarn. If thou didst know me, thou wouldst talk 
with me. 

Tit, I am not mad ; I know thee weU enough : 
Witness this wretched stump, witness these crimson 
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Lo, bj thy tide, when Ri4>e and Murder stands ; 
Now give some 'snrance that thou art Revenge ; 
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels : 
•And then 1 11 come, and be thy waggoner. 
And whirl along with thee about the globes ; 
Provide thee proper palfries, black as jet. 
To hale thy yengef ul waggon swift away. 
And find out murderers in their guilty caves : 
And, when thy car is loaden with their heads, 
I will dismount, and by the waggon wheel 
Trot, like a servile footman, all day long ; 
Even from Hyperion's rising in the east> 
Until his very downfial in the sea : 
And day by day 1 11 do this heavy task, 
So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there. 

TVnii. These are my minbters, and come with me. 

Tit, Are them^ thy ministers? what are they 
call'd? 

Tam. Rapine and Murder ; therefore called so, 
'Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men. 

TU, Good lord, how like the empress' sons they 
arel 
And you, the em p ress ! But we woridly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes. 

sweet Revenge, now do I come to thee : 
And, if one arm's embracement will content thee, 

1 will embrace thee in it by and by. 

lEsit TUus from above. 



* Sucb is the reading of the firat folio, preserTed by M&lone. 
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Tarn, This closing with him fits his lunacy : 
Whate'er I forge, to feed his brainsick fits. 
Do you uphold and maintain in your speeches : 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge ; 
And, being credidous in this mad thought, 
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And I will be rerenged on them all. 

Tit. Look round about the wicked streets of 
Rome; 
And when thou find'st a man that 's like thyself. 
Good Murder, stab him ; he 's a murderer. 
Oo thou with him ; and, when it is thy hap 
To find another that is like to thee, 
Oood Rapine, stab him ; he is a ravisher. 

00 thou with them ; and in the emperor's court 
There is a queen, attended by a Moor ; 

Wen mayst thou know her by thy own proportion. 
For up and down she doth resemble thee. 

1 pray thee, do on them some liolent death : 
They have been violent to me and mine. 

TVnii, Well hast thou lesson'd us ; this shall we 
do. 
But would it please thee, good Andronicus, 
To send for Lucius, thy thrice valiant son. 
Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Ooths. 
And bid him come and banquet at thy house ? 
When he is here, even at thy solemn feast, 
I will bring in the empress and her sons. 
The emperor himsdf, and all thy foes ; 
And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel. 
And on them shalt thou ease thy angry heart. 
What says Andronicus to this device ? 

Tit. Marcus, my brother ! — *tis sad Titus calls. 

Enter ma&ctts. 

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius ; 
Thou shalt inquire him out among the Gh)ths. 
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Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefest princes of the Gh)ths : 
Bid him encamp his soldien where they are : 
Tell him, the emperor and the empress too 
Feast at my honse ; and he shall feast with them. 
This do thou for my love ; and so let him. 
As he regards his aged lather's life. 

Mar. This will I do, and soon return again. 

[Exit. 

Tarn. Now will I hence about thy business. 
And take my ministers along with me. 

Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay with 
me; 
Or else I 'U call my brother back again. 
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 

Tarn. What say you, boys ? will you abide with 
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Cki. TeU US, old man, how BhaU we be employ'd ? 
Tit. Tutt I Have woik enough for you to do. — 
Publius, come hither, Cains, and Valentine ! 

E$Uer puBLnm tmd otker$. 

Pub. What 'syonr will? 
TU. Know you these two ? 
Pub. The empress' sons, 
I take them, Chiron and Demetrius. 

Tit. Fie, Publias, fi^l thou art too much de- 
ceiyed; 
The one is Murder, Rape is the other's name : 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius ; 
Cains, and Valentine, lay hands on them. 
Oft have you heard me wish for such an hour. 
And now I find it: therefore bind them sure ; 
And stop their mouths, if they begin to cry. 

[Esit Titus.— Publius, SfC. lay hold am 
ChiroH and Demetrius. 
Chi. Villains, forbear : we are the empress' sons. 
Pub. And therefore do we what we are com- 
manded. 
Stop dose their mouths; let them not speak a 

word: 
Is he sore bound ? look, that you bind them fast. 

Re-enter tftus akdronictts, with ultikia; she 
bearing a bason, and he a knife. 

Tit. Come, come, Layinia; look, thy foes art 
bound. 
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Sin, stop their mouths ; let them not speak to me. 
But let them hear what fearful words I utter. 
O villains, Chiron and Demetrius 1 
Here stands the spring whom you have stain'd with 
mud; 



Digitized by 



Google 



876 TiTU» AHDmoinciTS. act t. 

And this the btnqiiet the BhaU sinfat on ; 
For wone than Phiknnel ycm used my daughter. 
And wdne than IVogne I will be rerenged : 
And now prepare your throats. — ^Lavinia, oome, 

[ke ent9 their throats. 
Receife tiie blood ; and, when that tiiey are dead. 
Let me go grind their bones to powder small. 
And witii this hateful liqaor temper it ; 
And in that paste let their Tile heads be baked. 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this banquet ; which I wish may prove 
More stem and bloody than the Centaurs' feast. 
So, now bring them in, fcnr I will play the cock. 
And see tiiem ready 'gainst their mother comes. 

lEsnmt, bearing the dead bodies. 

' scBirx III. 
7^ satme. A pamUom^ with tables, SfC. 

Enter lucius, mabous, and Goths, with aamov 
prisoner. 

Lucius. Unde Marcus, since 'tis my father's 

mind 
That I repair to Rome, I am content. 

1 Goth. And ours with thine,^ befiedl what fortune 

wiU. 
lAtcius. Oood unde, take you in this barbarous 

Moor, 



i. •• our content nuu parallel with thine. 
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This ravenous tiger* this accursed devil : 
Let him receive no sustenance ; fetter him. 
Till he be brought unto the empress' face. 
For testimony of her foul proceedings : 
And see the ambush of our friends be strong. 
I fear, the emperor means no good to us. 

Aaron, Some devil whisper curses in mine ear, 
And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my swelling heart ! 

Lucius. Away, inhuman dog ! unhaUoVd slave I 
Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. 

[Exeunt Goths, with Aaron, Fhrish. 
The trumpets show the emperor is at hand. 

Enter satubitinus and tamoba, with Tribunes, 
Senators, and others. 

Sat, What, hath the firmament more suns than 

one ? 
Lucius. What boots it thee to call thyself a sun ? 
Mar. Rome's emperor, and nephew, break the 
parle;* 
These quarrels must be quietly debated. 
The feast is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath ordain'd to an honorable end. 
For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome : 
Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your 
places. 



■ Commence the ptrid^ 
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8at, MarcQB, we will. 
[hautboys sound. The cow^^tmff sit down at tabic. 

Enter rmn, dressed Uhs a cook; lathoa, veiled^ 
TOUN o LUCIUS, and others, TUus places the dishes 
on the table. 

Tit, Welcome, my gradous lord ; welcome, dread 
queen; 
Welcome, ye warlike Goths ; welcome, Ludos ; 
And welcome, all : although the cheer be poor. 
Twill fill your stomachs : please you eat of it. 

Sat. Whj art thou thus attired, Andronicus ? 

Tit, Because I would be sure to have all well. 
To entertain your highness and your empress. 

TVrai. We are beholden to you, good Andronicus. 

Tit. An if your highness knew my heart, you were. 
My lord the emperor, resolve me this : 
Was it well done of rash Virginius, 
To slay his daughter with his own right hand. 
Because she was enforced, stain'd, and deflour'd ? 

Sat, It was, Andronicus. 

Tit, Your reason, mighty lord ! 

Sat, Because the gid should not survive her 
shame. 
And by her presence still renew his sorrows. 

Tit, A reason mighty, strong, and effectual; 
A pattern, precedent, and livdy warrant. 
For me, most wretched, to perform the like. 
Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee ; 

Ihe kills Lavinia. 
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And, with thy shame, thy Iftther's sorrow die ! 
Sat, What hast thou done, unnatural and unkind ? 
TU. Kill'd her, for whom my tears have made me 
hlind. 
I am as woful as Virginius was, 
And have a thousand times more cause than he 
To do this outrage ; and it is now done. 

Sat. What, was she ravish'd ? tell, who did the 

deed. 
TU. Will't please you cat? will't please your 

highness feed ? 
Tarn, Why hast thou slain thine only daughter 

thus? 
TU, Not I ; 'twas Chiron and Demetrius : 
They ravish'd her, and cut away her tongue ; 
And they, 'twas they, that did her all this wrong. 
Sat, Go, fetch them hither to us presently. 
Tit, Why, there they are both, baked in that 
pie; 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed. 
Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred. 
"Hs true, 'tis true ; witness my knife's sharp point. 

IkilliMg Tamora, 
Sat. Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed deed. 

IkiUing Titus, 
Lucius. Can the son's eye behold his father 
bleed? 
There 's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 

[kills Satwminus, A great tumult. The 
people in confusion disperse. Marcus, 
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IiveMf , tmd their partUam tt$eemd the 
9tep9 before TUme'e kauee. 

Mar. Yoa Md-fiioed men, people and 8on8 of 
Rome, 
By uproar tever'd, like a flight of fowl 
Scatter'd by winds and high tempestaons gusts, 
O, let me teach yoa how to knit again 
This scatter'd com into one mutual sheaf. 
These broken limbs again into one body. 

8e, Lest Rome herself be bane unto herself; 
And she, whom mighty kingdoms courtesy to, 
like a forlorn and deq>erate castaway. 
Do shameful execution on herself. 
But if my frosty signs and chaps of age, 
Ghrave witnesses of true experience. 
Cannot induce you to attend my words, — 
Speak, Rome's dear friend ; [to Lucms.} as erst our 

ancestor. 
When with his solemn tongue he did discourse. 
To loTe-sick Dido's sad attending ear. 
The story of that baleful, burning night. 
When subtle Greeks surprised king Priam's Troy ; 
TeU us, what Sinon hath bewitch'd our ears. 
Or who hath brought the fstal engine in. 
That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound. 
My heart is not compact of flint nor steel ; 
Nor can I utter all our bitter grief. 
But floods of tears will drown my oratory. 
And break my very utterance, even i' the time 
When it should move you to attend me most. 
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Lending your kind commiseration. 
Here is a captain ; let him tell the tale : 
Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him speak. 
Luchu, Then, noble auditory, be it known to 
you. 
That cursed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdered our emperor's brother ; 
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For when no friends tre by, men pndse them- 
selves. 

Mar. Now ii mj turn to tpeik. Behold this 
child: 

Ipomting to the Child in the arwie of an Attendant. 
Of this was Tamora delivered ; 
The issue of an irreligious Moor, 
Chief architect and plotter of these woes. 
The villain is alive in Titus' house, 
Damn*d as he is, to witness this is true. 
Now judge, what cause had Titus to revenge 
These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience. 
Or more than any living man coidd bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what say you, Ro- 
mans? 
Have we done aught amiss ? Show us wherein ; , 
And, from the place where you behold us now. 
The poor remainder of Andronici 
Will, hand in hand, all headlong cast us down. 
And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains. 
And make a mutual closure of our house. 
Speak, Romans, speak ; and if you say we shall, 
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 

JEm. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome, 
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand, 
Lucius our emperor ; for, well 1 know. 
The common voice do cry, it shall be so. 

Ro, l$everal epeakJ] Lucius, all hail, Rome s 
royal emperor ! 
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Lucius, 8fC. descend. 

Mar, Oo, go into old Iltus' sorrowful house, 

\to an Attendant, 
And hither hale that misbelieving Moor, 
To be adjudged some direful slaughtering death. 
As punishment for his most wicked life. 
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Meet, and agreeing widi diine infiuicj : 

In diat respect dien» like a loving child. 

Shed yet tome small drops from thj tender spring. 

Because kind Nature dodi require it so. 

Friends should associate friends in grief and woe. 

Bid him fsrewdl ; commit him to the grave : 

Do him that kindness, and take leave of him. 

Bof. O grandsire, grandsire! even with all my 
heart. 
Would I were dead, so you did live again ! 
O lord, I cannot speak to him for weeping : 
My tears will choke me, if I opt my mouth. 

Enter AttemdMMis, with aaeoh. 

1 Ro. You sad Andronid, have done with woes : 
Give sentence on this execrable wretch. 
That hath been breeder of these dire events. 

Lucku. Set him breast- deep in earth, and famish 



There let him stand, and rave, and cry for food : 
If any one relieves or pities him. 
For ihe offence he dies : this is our doom. 
Some stay, to see him fastened in the earth. 

Aaron. O, why should wrath be mute, and fiiry 
dumb ? 
I am no baby, I, that, with base prayers, 
I should repent the evils I have done. 
Ten thousand, worse than ever yet I did. 
Would I perform, if I might have my will : 
If one good deed in all my life I did. 
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I do repent it from my veiy soul. 
Lucius. Some loving Mends convey the emperor 
hence* 
And give him burial in his fkdier's grave : 
My father and Lavinia shall forthwith 
Be closed in our household's monument. 
As for that heinous tiger* Tamora* 
No funeral rite, nor man in mournful weeds. 
No mournful bell shall ring her burial ; 
But throw her forth to beasts and birds of prey : 
Her life was beast-like, and devoid of pity ; 
And, being so, shall have like want of pity. 
Bee justice done to Aaron, that damn'd Moor, 
By whom our heavy haps had their beginning : 
Hien, afterwards, to order well the state. 
That like events may ne'er it ruinate. lEmmnt, 
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